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Despite the general opinion at the time, and 
the perception of the Scream: TV Series — it 
has always been a show that’s dear to my 
heart. At a time when I believed the Scream 
franchise would likely never receive another 
outing; the show I felt was a step in the right 
direction going forward. When I discovered 
the series wasn’t going to continue, I was left 
with a lot of questions. Firstly — who killed 
Kieran at the end of Season Two? Who was 
sending Maggie Duval messages? Was there a 
third killer the whole time? These were 
questions I was disappointed we never got 
answers to. So, as I’ve watched the love for 
the show grow more and more over the years, 
I felt now was the time to return to Lakewood. 
This novel is a love letter to the fans. To those 
of us that genuinely enjoyed watching this 
show and were disappointed it was never 
picked back up. Some of the contents of this 
book take big risks with some of the characters 
we know and love. The sole intention is to 
provide closure to the show and finally get the 
answers most of us have been longing to hear 
for some time. Written exclusively, by a fan of 
the show. 
-Nathan 
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Introduction 


Lakewood Police Department Report 


Date: November 3rd, 2016 
Victim Name: Margaret 'Maggie' Duval 
Status: Deceased 


A disturbance was reported at the Duval 
Residence on Harrington Street, Lakewood at 
around 11:03pm. I, Sheriff Miguel Acosta, 
attended the scene around 11:23pm and was 
accompanied by Officer Steven Murray. Upon 
arrival, the victim’s daughter, Emma Duval was 
discovered fleeing the scene of the crime and 
failed to respond to my demands to return to the 
home. Following further inspection of the Duval 
home - Maggie Duval’s body was discovered in 


the front hallway, and it was understood 
immediately that the victim was already dead 
upon arrival. Inspection of the property 
confirmed clear signs of a break in. Maggie 
Duval’s body showed signs of knife penetration in 
multiple areas, ranging from the sternum, the 
hands, and the collarbone. Assumed to be caused 
by a hunter’s knife, due to the nature of the 
wounds. Contact with Emma Duval has been 
attempted on multiple occasions but hasn’t been 
successful. The forensic analysis report also 
confirmed a positive identification on fingerprints 
located on Maggie’s body. The fingerprints 
belong to Emma Duval. No other prints were 
discovered on the victim. Following further 
investigation and including everything that 
forensic analysis confirmed at the scene of the 
crime, there’s no clear understanding of what 
transpired at the Duval home on this date. At the 
time of writing, Emma Duval still hasn’t been 
located. The culprit still hasn’t been identified 
and the case will remain open until progress is 
made. 


This police report was issued on the 5th of 
November 2016. 


Prepared By: 
Sheriff Miguel Acosta 


FOUR YEARS 
LATER 


“Ring Ring” 


The sound of the house phone echoed through 
the dimly lit corridors of 34 Kilverne Street, 
Lakewood. It was nighttime, the house was 
lifeless. The main corridor, which connected 
all the major rooms together, was silent. The 
only thing that was making any kind of noise, 
aside from the now-ringing phone, was the 
faint sound of the TV from one of the rooms 
ahead. “Ring Ring” continued. Shadows moved 
from inside one of the rooms in the house, the 
room that the sound of the TV blarring could 
be heard from. The door opened abruptly as a 
young girl emerged. She was wearing grey 
sweatpants and a large, cream hoodie. Red 
hair tied up. Cell phone in one hand as she 
walked across the hall and into the kitchen. 
The kitchen was well decorated, all colours of 
blacks and silvers painted the room, with only 


a single light coming from the cooker, turned 
on overhead. There were very little appliances 
on show, instead, cardboard boxes were 
scattered around the kitchen worktops. The 
glass cupboards that overlooked the kitchen 
were empty. This house was a home, but only 
recently. The girl approached the ringing 
house phone, which was located somewhere 
between the cardboard boxes piled up on the 
island counter. 


“Hello?” she said. 
“Hello” replied the voice, softly. Yet, robotic. 
“Who is this?” she asked. 


A brief pause...she had no idea who this was, 
the line wasn’t strong. 
“It’s Audrey...” replied the voice. Now clear. 


Just the voice she’d wanted to hear. Audrey, 
her partner. There was a lot Gina could tell 
you about Audrey Jensen. Heavily 
misunderstood in High School; paints an 
outward appearance of someone who cares 
next to nothing about what people think — yet, 
is sensitive and compassionate about her 
friends and family. If only people took the 
time to understand her, maybe they’d see her 


differently. Audrey was someone who tended 
to keep herself private, but Gina liked it this 
way. No one had ever given her that warm, 
fuzzy feeling like Audrey did. That feeling had 
become all too familiar in their time away 
from Lakewood. But it only seemed to grow, 
the more time they spent together. 


“I’m about to sort out the pizza, can you send me 
your order so I can pick it up?” asked Audrey. 
“Erm, sure. IIl text it through to you now” replied Gina. 

“I won't be long now, I’m just picking this up, 
then coming straight home.” said Audrey. 


Gina felt happy. She didn’t want to start 
scrolling through Paramount + without her. 
They still had boxes to unpack. Their whole 
life, packed away into tiny boxes for their 
return to Lakewood. Gina never understood 
fully why they moved away in the first place, 
but Audrey was persistent. She seemed to get 
agitated whenever it was brought up. Gina 
had become incredibly homesick in the 
absence from Lakewood, however. One thing 
was for sure though, they BOTH missed their 
hometown. Missed it so much, that when Gina 
suggested moving back, Audrey agreed to 
return. Reluctantly. 


“No problem, I will start getting drinks ready” 
Gina said, enthusiastically. She headed over 
to one of the boxes whilst still on the phone 
and took two glasses out. She couldn't help 
noticing the shadowy movements from the 
kitchen window ahead. It was a small window; 
in fact, the only window in the kitchen. The 
shadows from the numerous tree's outside 
reflected back onto the window, causing a 
slight flutter of movement whenever wind 
would rush through the branches. Movement 
caught her eyes for a moment, but her mind 
quickly convinced her - ‘it's just the wind’. 


“My Dad keeps asking to come round” said 
Audrey, somewhat frustrated. 


“Good. Is that a good thing?” asked Gina. She 
had to confess; she hadn’t seen much of 
Howard Jensen. Only brief conversations 
between Audrey and him here and there, but 
nothing specific. He didn’t even know where 
they relocated to. Phone calls begun to get less 
frequent too, Gina noticed. She wasn’t 
inconvenienced with parental authority in 
Lakewood. She moved here with her Mom 
when she was very young but once Gina left 
school and started her job at the Zenith 
Theatre, her time spent with her Mom became 


less frequent. She didn't take too kindly to the 
'my daughter likes girls' thing. 

With that, Audrey cut off Gina, saying “I 
guess. I gotta go, lIl speak to you soon”. 
Abrupt. But this was Audrey. Especially when 
Gina asked questions. Questions that Audrey 
didn’t want to answer. 


The glasses were all set. Would they need 
plates? Probably not. Gina left the kitchen, 
just after placing the house phone down and 
heading back into the living room. Similar to 
the kitchen, this room was full of boxes. It was 
a small room, which made everything seem 
even more cluttered. The only thing that this 
room had to offer (aside from the orange 
wallpaper which had to go), was a large TV 
that was situated across a two-seater sofa. 
Gina manoeuvred around the boxes and got 
herself comfortable once again. She begun 
flicking through Paramount + . ‘Is it me or is 
there nothing on this thing anymore?’ she 
thought. Entertainment seemed so stale to her 
these days. She was a huge fan of horror and 
true crime but was often mocked, ridiculed 
and somewhat judged for even mentioning 
serial killers she knew about in classes at 


school. She found the mind of a killer 
fascinating and the horror genre really got her 
excitement going. It wasn’t the thrill she was 
attracted to; it was the way seemingly normal 
lives can be turned upside down by an event. 
A frightening event. She really wanted to do 
more with her love but she always believed 
Lakewood was too small of a town. The only 
interesting thing that happened here, was the 
Lakewood Slasher stuff, which had been 
covered to death by most of the kids in the 
town. Oh boy, did that change everything. 
Audrey’s best friend, Emma Duval, was the 
target of two deranged killers back in 2015 
and 2016. Then, when it was all over, the 
friends went on vacation together (Gina 
included) and they were attacked again by 
some maniac who wanted to pledge his love to 
Emma. After that, they returned to Lakewood. 
That's when everything fell apart. Gina hasn’t 
seen Audrey’s friends since that night and 
their lives had been somewhat quiet since. She 
liked it that way. She also didn’t believe in 
superstition, that’s why she returned. Yes, 
Lakewood was a small town, but it was home. 


“Ring, Ring” went the house phone again. 
This will be Audrey calling. She forgot to text 


her the order. She let the phone ring and 
quickly text her order to Audrey. Eventually, 
the phone went silent. 'Good’, She thought as 
she continued typing. The message was sent 
and Audrey read it almost instantly. Gina 
begun relaxing once again and quickly found 
something to watch. Friday the 13th Part 2. 
The Paramount logo loaded just as the house 
phone started to ring once again. 


‘Again?’ she thought. She got to her feet and 
rushed back into the kitchen. This has got to 
be Audrey again. 


“Hello?” she said, once again. 
“Hello”. 


This wasn’t Audrey. Whoever it was was older. 
Sleeker and definitely male. 


“Who’s speaking?” asked Gina. A brief pause 
once again. 


“This is the delivery driver for ‘Planet Pizza’, I’m 
actually on my way to drop off your order, but 
I’m having trouble finding your address” said the 
man on the phone. 


Figures. The house was pretty isolated on the 


outskirts of Lakewood, Audrey wanted to 
come back, but not ‘fully’ return. Outskirts 
was the best she would stretch to. Plus, they 
got a great deal and Gina was just grateful to 
be back. 


“Oh that happens all the time, are you near 
my house yet?” she replied. 
“I am outside” replied the voice. 


Gina stepped into the corridor in between the 
kitchen and living room. She glanced towards 
the front door and headed towards it. She 
arrived at the front door and checked the 
small window to the side to see if she could 
spot a car. Nothing. She opened the door and 
stepped out onto the front porch for a 
moment. Observing her surroundings; isolated 
was a polite way of describing this house. The 
only thing in eyesight, was trees. In fact, the 
trees scattered around the house created a 
shroud of darkness overhead. There was no 
light, except whatever light was coming from 
the windows of the house itself, which at the 
moment was very little. 


“Erm, I don’t think so” she said. 
“Really?” said the voice. 
“Yeah, really. ’m at my door and I don’t see a 


car” she confirmed. 
“This is awkward. I think I know, you’re past 
Maplin Road, am I right?” asked the driver. 


Gina paced back into the house. 


“Yep, that’s us” she said as she returned to the 
living room. 

“Do you mind just staying on the line, I may need 
your help to locate you?” he asked. 

“Sure. I’m quite surprised you’re on your way, 
my partner said she was picking this up,” said 
Gina. 


She paused Friday the 13th, as she continued 
to look through her Paramount+ suggestions, 
whilst remaining on the line. 


“Well she put the order through and if you know 
us, we’re pretty quick,” said the voice. 


Bingo! They could watch Wolf Pack. Gina 
hadn’t seen it yet but heard some good things 
about it. She quickly clicked on the show in 
preparation for Audrey’s arrival. 


“Say, what are you guys up to tonight?” asked 
the voice. 

“Oh, we’re just going to watch a show on 
Paramount+. Chill out, eat some food. You 


get the picture” replied Gina. 

“What kind of show will you be watching?” 
asked the voice. 

“Well, it has to be something Horror!” said 
Gina proudly. “There’s something about being 
scared out of your mind that really gets my 
blood pumping. I know it’s weird” she 
continued. 


She waited a moment. Unsure of his response. 
“No, no, I know a thing or two about horror, 
myself” he said. “I actually consider myself a 
horror nerd, as you say” he finished. 


“Its so hard to find people who enjoy the 
genre. Everyone is either too afraid to be 
themselves, or they feel they’re opening 
themselves up to some inner darkness if they 
do” replied Gina, enthusiastically. 


“I agree. It’s gotten worse in this town since the 
whole Lakewood Slasher stuff that went on back 
in the 90’s. Then that whole stuff that happened 
in 2015” he replied. There it was. A reminder. 
Gina didn’t like expressing her love for horror 
as much in front of Audrey. Audrey has lost 
people due to some sick maniac. Her friends 
were scarred emotionally. She didn’t like 
being herself fully. Or at least, seeming 


insensitive. She loved her. But the story of 
what happened in Lakewood was known by 
pretty much everybody. It's one of the many 
reasons Gina had to be considerate. But 
thankfully, Audrey didn't complain at slight 
glimpses of Gina's horror love shining through 
when they were together. In fact, Audrey often 
encouraged her to be herself. 


“Yeah, that was a real shame,” said Gina. For 
a split moment, the movement of the tree's 
outside caught her attention once again. The 
window in the living room was bigger than 
the smaller one in the kitchen. Once again, her 
brain calmly informed her that the wind was 
at work. 


“That poor woman was murdered in her house 4 
years back, and they didn’t even find the person 
responsible” the voice complained. Gina was 
agitated, this hit close to home. 


“The unsolved ones are always the scariest” 
she said. Hoping to end the subject. 


“I mean they didn’t even find the woman's 
daughter, she obviously had something to do with 
it” continued the voice. This was the general 
opinion. From what Gina knew, Emma 


disappeared because she knew no one would 
believe her innocence. But then again, she 
didn’t really know what Emma was supposed 
to have seen that night. Audrey never told her, 
if she even knew herself. 


“T try not to dwell on that kind of stuff” 
responded Gina. “I mean if there is a killer still 
at large in town that’s pretty creepy...” said 
Gina. It sunk in a little. She'd often wondered 
if there was more to their departure from the 
town. Maybe Emma did kill her Mom? No, this 
was Audrey's friend. She shouldn't think like 
that. 


“I’m here now,” said the voice. Gina got to her 
feet. ‘Finally,’ she thought. She walked over to 
the front door and peered out of the side 
window. Expecting to see a take-out vehicle, 
she was greeted with nothing. Everything was 
as still as it was moments ago. 


“Erm, I can’t see you?” she said. She 
proceeded to unlock the door once again and 
stepped out onto her porch, believing she'd 
have a better chance at noticing something 
outside. She scanned the entire area - nothing. 
Everything was still and silent. 


“Hello?” she said down the phone. 

“I’m here,” said the voice. 

“Well, where?” she asked. 

“I can just see you now, you're in grey 
sweatpants...” confirmed the voice. 

Gina looked around cautiously. Nothing. She 
couldn't see anyone. Then she suddenly felt 
unsettled. There was no car. No sign of life. 
She couldn’t even hear a car, or evidence that 
anyone was out here. Everything was silent, 
except for the faint sound of an owl that had 
begun hooting from across the woodland area. 


She opened her cell phone and quickly begun 
typing to Audrey. 

“How long will you be?” she sent. 

“Hello?” interrupted the voice. 

“Sorry, I’m just...trying to spot you” said Gina, 
nervously. She waited for Audrey’s response. 
“Are you sure you can’t see me? I’m going to 
start walking towards you now” said the man. 
“Ping” came from Gina’s phone. She looked 
down - 1 haven’t even ordered yet’ was Audrey's 
response. 


Dread. This sick feeling begun filling her 
stomach. This person was not a delivery 


driver. She backed slowly into the house, 
trying to remain fixated ahead. “Hello?” said 
the voice down the phone. Gina closed the 
door and locked it, just as she raised the 
phone back to her ear. 


“Listen, I don’t know who this is. But you 
better back off before I call the police” she 
said sternly down the phone. She was 
suddenly aware of exactly how unfamiliar she 
was of her surroundings. She wasn’t used to 
this home yet. The exits. Anything. 

“Go ahead and call them, maybe once they 
arrive, we can discuss the whereabouts of Emma 
Duval.” said the voice. It was sinister this time, 
the talk had changed. This was the devil. 


“What does she have to do with me?” asked 
Gina. 

“Audrey really thought no one would notice her 
return to Lakewood?” said the voice. 


That night was flooding back to Gina. Audrey 
receiving a call from Emma. The sudden rush 
of packing up their belongings. Gina unsure if 
she should go, but trusting her instincts that 
this relationship was one she wanted to try at. 
The long drive away from the town. No 
questions asked. Audrey hadn’t told her the 


whole story though. Were they in danger 
returning to Lakewood? 


“It’s a fascinating story, Maggie Duval is 
murdered in her home. Her daughter is spotted 
fleeing the scene by police officers, which then 
results in her disappearance from Lakewood. 
Along with everybody else in her friend group. 
The entirety of the Lakewood 6” barked the 
voice. 

“Whoever you are, I’m not part of that group. 
Me and Audrey did nothing, we want no part 
in this. She wouldn’t hurt anyone” said Gina, 
panicked. Her head was spinning. She didn't 
know how to handle this. All she knew was 
that she was alone. She didn't feel safe. The 
person on the phone could be planning on 
hunting her. Killing her. 

“Spare me!” bellowed the voice. “You’re all part 
of this. All part of this 'legacy' that has been 
created for yourselves. Feeding from the legend of 
Brandon James. Well, the past haunts like a bitch 
and this time, no one is going to make it out 
alive” growled the voice. 


Gina immediately begun pacing around her 
house. Conscious of the doors and windows. 
Could this person be inside? No, definitely not. 


He was walking towards her, he said. The fear 
was getting too much. Like her brain was 
flooding with thoughts. She continued to tell 
herself she could handle this, however. She 
wasn’t scared of anything. She’d seen so many 
movies, so many documentaries. She was 
ready. But she wasn’t. Fear begun welling in 
her eyes. She was alone. Inside, she wanted to 
scream. 


“We didn’t do anything though, we did 
nothing. What will it take? Pll do anything, 
just please don’t...” she spoke. She recognised 
the sound of fear in her own voice. Fear and 
desperation. Right now, she just wanted to 
live. For Audrey to live. 

“Don’t what?” asked the voice. 

“Don’t...kill us. We can leave town again if 
that’s what you want” she said. Tears had 
taken control of her. Fear had completely 
drowned her. She was sobbing. She huddled 
against the wall. Paralyzed to move, unsure 
what the best tactic would be to escape. 
Understanding that she'd never felt this kind 
of fear before. 


“Tl save all that for Audrey, but for now, you’re 
going to help me give her a little welcome home 


present” spat the man down the phone. 

Before she could respond, she felt it. She 
didn’t see it straight away. But she felt the 
cold draught. A draught as though a door had 
opened near by. She looked around and 
proceeded to check the front door. She looked 
ahead and saw her own reflection in the side 
window by the door. Nothing. The phone 
appeared to have disconnected. She stared for 
a moment. Absolutely sure this person could 
be waiting for her outside. Then, she saw it - 
the reflection behind her. It was approaching. 
She spun around, as behind her, approached a 
darkened figure. Cloaked in a shiny material, 
with torn up bits of fabric flowing from 
behind, like the cloak had seen some wear 
over the years. Peering through the hooded 
cloak where a face should be, was a grey, 
horrified-looking mask. Perfectly constructed 
to look like a face screaming. Like something 
from a nightmare. She recognised it instantly. 
Brandon James’ mask. 


She sprung into action fast and dropped both 
phones in the process. The figure, tall and 
imposing, raised a cloaked hand in the air. She 
couldn’t see what it held exactly, she moved 
too quickly out of it's way. She went into flight 


mode. Screaming, she immediately moved to 
the side as it swiped down in her direction. 
She saw it - a knife. This thing was going to 
kill her. Shit. She ran into the kitchen, the 
blade swinging towards her back as she 
moved. It missed. She quickly rushed inside 
and made her way behind the island counter. 
She reached into one of the boxes and pulled 
out...a coffee jar. No good. She continued to 
reach for something better. Eventually, she 
grabbed hold of a pan. Just as shadow filled 
the doorway. There it was again. 
Magnificently imposing. The mask was lifeless. 
Terrifying. It walked towards her. She let out a 
scream. This was no movie. She'd spent time 
believing she'd survive an attack like this. But 
the movies had it wrong. So wrong. Crippling 
fear was almost taking control of Gina. But she 
wanted to fight. 


She took one swing with the pan; but it 
snatched it from Gina’s hand. Panicking, she 
threw the coffee jar in its direction. Missed. 
Smashing onto the wall behind it, as the 
reaper ducked out of it's way. She immediately 
ran through the second door behind her, 
which lead into an empty dining room. The 
room was in total darkness. She attempted to 


make for the glass back door ahead, but that 
familiarized sensation came over her again. 
The cold draught. The cloaked creature was 
hot on her heels. She looked back for a split 
second. It was racing towards her. She reached 
for the handle of the glass door as she 
approached it. Locked. “NO” she screamed as 
she begun banging on the window of the door. 
"Please somebody help me" she screamed, 
banging with all her strength. Her heart was 
racing. Thud, thud, thud continuously boomed 
on the window as she turned back around to 
see if she could perhaps fight off her hunter 
before it reached her. Before she had time to 
take in what was before her, the figure ran 
straight into Gina, headbutting her with that 
ghost-like mask and forcing her backwards, 
causing the glass door to shatter behind her. 
She fell through the door, onto the patio deck 
outside. 


The glass fell to the floor, thudding hard like 
hailstone. Like her fall. She was hurt. She 
struggled to move. The broken wood and glass 
was scattered around her body. Her head was 
suddenly throbbing. Like the worse possible 
headache. As she took a moment to recover 
herself, she quickly adjusted back to reality 


and remembered what was happening. This 
wasn't over. She had to get up and fast. She 
quickly turned onto her front and begun 
crawling along the decking. Desperation filled 
her. She realised what was happening. 
Whatever control she may have had here, was 
gone. She was never going to be able to 
defend herself. But still, she had to get away. 
Her body wouldn't move quick enough. It was 
as though a bag of iron was attached to her 
legs and was somehow preventing her from 
moving any faster. She clawed at the decking. 
The reaper-like figure gripped her ankles and 
attempted to drag her back inside. She dug her 
nails into the decking, as the creature 
forcefully yanked at her body, her nails 
splintered... He dragged her back into the 
house. Gina screamed with everything she 
could muster. This was it. It was time to give 
it all she got. She began kicking. Hitting. She 
struggled against the strength of its pull on 
her. ‘Audrey will come back any minute.' She 
knew it. Someone needed to help her. 


Please...let someone just walk in now? 


She continued to struggle, but she felt 
powerless. The weight of the masked creature 


completely forced her body to the ground. She 
couldn't move. She couldn't do anything, but 
lay there. It gripped her wrists firmly. "Please, 
please don't, just let me go' begged Gina. 
Sobbing. Crying through her struggles. Just 
then, her hand was forced onto the ground. 
Gina was unaware what was happening. She 
begged — “Please, please, just let me go”. Then, 
the shadow leaned down towards one of her 
hands. She went quiet, anticipatcing. 
Exhaustion sunk in. Then - she felt it. She felt 
his hand swoosh down and the knife 
penetrate her palm. There was nothing, she 
was numb all over. But suddenly, a warm 
sensation pooled where her hand was. The 
numb feeling wore away, as the pain set in. 
She screamed. She looked towards her hand, 
the knife was stuck inside the wood, through 
her hand. She attempted to move. To struggle. 
Just as he repeated the same thing with her 
other palm. Even more powerless than before, 
Gina's body gave into exhaustion. She 
remained still. Tears were falling from her 
blue eyes. She wished she never returned to 
Lakewood. That she’d stopped pushing Audrey 
to return. If only she’d backed off. If only 
Audrey had told her the danger that awaited 


them both. The ghost-like phantom raised 
another knife, it moved it's mask against 
Gina’s face and stared into her eyes. Those 
black, soulless eyes looking straight at her. 
Suddenly, she felt the knife slowly penetrate 
her throat. The blood squirted from her mouth 
as the hot liquid poured down her neck. The 
Brandon James mask never moved it's gaze 
from her. She stared into its eyes, as she felt 
everything fading. It didn’t continue to stab. It 
was watching her die. Watching the life leave 
her. She wondered who it was for a moment, 
hoping Audrey never returns home. 


'Hopefully...' she muttered, before eventually. 
She closed her eyes. 


TRIKE 


A car pulled up outside the house. This was 
Audrey Jensen. The same Audrey we 
remember, but changed. Sadness and worry 
behind her eyes. Her short black hair was 
swept to the side and she sported a black 
hoodie, similar to what Gina was wearing. 
Audrey appeared frustrated. This is what tends 
to happen whenever she talks with her father. 


He didn’t quite understand why she left 
Lakewood but didn’t seem to respect her 
decision to return either. She didn’t want him 
around Gina. She knew he’d just quiz her 
about the situation, which would lead to her 
asking more questions that Audrey honestly 
didn’t have the answers to herself. She quickly 
got out of the car, with the pizzas in hand and 
proceeded to walk up to their new home. A 
wave of excitement sunk in. This was their 
new home. A new start. Audrey and Gina grew 
so close in the 4 years away from Lakewood. If 
the move from her hometown did anything, it 
helped Audrey and Gina bond. They only had 
each other. For some time, Audrey liked it that 
way. 


Audrey tried the front door, it was locked. 
She knocked and waited. Odd. Gina usually 
rushes to the door whenever she knows 
Audrey is on her way. She knocked once 
again, before pulling out her phone and 
ringing Gina's cell. No response. She could be 
in the shower? 


She proceeded to make her way around the 
back of the house. The walk would seem 
intimidating to some, but to Audrey, she found 


it quite peaceful. Away from the rush of the 
town centre, their home was coated with tree's 
all around it. In the day time, it looked so 
peaceful to look out and see the movement of 
Lakewood town square below. Or the 
movement of people rushing to work in the 
mornings. The home was secluded, but Audrey 
felt it was for the best. She couldn't be too 
careful either. At least this way, she got to 
appreciate her hometown from afar. 


She took two steps up onto the wooden 
decking at the back of their home and 
instantly came to a halt. The back door. 
Smashed. Broken. Wood torn apart; the glass 
coated the decking. There it was - that gut 
wrenching feeling that Audrey had 
experienced before. It had been a while but 
unfortunately, it was all too familiar to her at 
this point. Something was wrong. Jesus Christ, 
Gina. She dropped the pizza’s and rushed into 
the house without hesitation. 


“Gina?!” she bellowed through the house. 
Nothing. The house was dark. It had the 
familiarity that this was their home, but 
something was off. Completely off. Suddenly 
the house seemed intimidating. What was she 


going to find? Her concentration was broken 
as she heard a movie playing on the TV in the 
living room. She entered the room slowly, 
scanning every direction for signs of... 
something. She recognized the movie 
instantly. Friday the 13th: Part 2. Jason 
Voorhees was chasing somebody into a cabin. 
She looked around, every corner of the room 
was shrouded in darkness. Audrey reached for 
the the main lights to the room and switched 
them on. Sat down, no longer hidden by 
darkness - was the lifeless, blood-soaked body 
of Gina. Audrey yelled uncontrollably and 
rushed towards her. She grabbed her hand. 
Cold. She was dead. “No, no, not Gina. Not my 
baby” she sobbed as she touched the face of 
her partner. The blood from her palms dripped 
down the sofa as she took in her surroundings. 
Gina was positioned in an unsual way. Her 
arms were spread across the back of the sofa, 
and her head was tilted somewhat. This was 
murder. Panic flooded Audrey - she may be 
next. She stood up and observed the room 
carefully. Friday the 13th: Part 2, still blaring 
in the room. She had nothing in sight to use as 
a weapon. As she glanced towards the end of 
the room, she looked upwards at the wall and 


was hit with...dread. 


This was it. The moment she knew would 
come. She knew returning to Lakewood was a 
bad idea. That no matter how often Gina 
asked, she shouldn’t have given in. Whoever 
killed Kieran Wilcox and Maggie Duval was 
not done yet. Whoever this was - had 
unfinished business and they knew Audrey 
was back. Why else would they write 
“Welcome Home” on the wall in Gina’s blood? 


2. 


Blue sirens blaring through the streets of Lakewood wasn’t 
something that happened often. In fact, the only time this small 
town ever experienced any kind of excitement was back in 1994 
and of course more recently in 2015 and 2016. So, when sirens 
could be heard from afar, it was only natural that mild panic from 
the residents would follow. Whenever Sheriff Miguel Acosta was 
called out to an incident, it was usually to retrieve Mrs Perrington's 
missing cat. Or to inspect a strange noise in Jacob Dandof's garden 
shed, which would likely turn out to be Mrs Perrington's missing 
cat. Life on the police force was quiet in Lakewood. Technically 
speaking, this wasn’t why Miguel signed up to the force. He 
originally wanted to be a police officer following his involvement in 
the 1994 Lakewood Slasher incident. Everything that happened 
back then, to him, lacked any kind of justice. Police rushed in and 
made decisions without understanding the facts. The officers 
seemed completely void of professionalism. That’s why, when the 
police did make a move on Brandon James, who they believed was 
the Lakewood Slasher, Miguel stepped in. Despite the claims, 
Brandon James was not responsible for the incident in Lakewood. 
Miguel had proof of this. As did Brandon’s brother, Troy James. But 
to this day, it was believed by Brandon’s close friends that 
somebody on the force could not be trusted. So the evidence was 
kept away and Brandon James disappeared entirely. 


Miguel was filled with dread, however. The 


last time he had an urgent response like this 
was November 3rd 2016. The Maggie Duval murder. 
It haunted Miguel to this day. Sweet Maggie — 
somebody that Miguel cared for. Someone he 
would have protected, if he'd had the chance. 
Miguel already had a red flag against his name 
— two unresolved murders from 2016, one of 
those was inside the local court house itself. 
Now this could be a testing point. Another 
unresolved murder would surely finish his 
career on the force. The mayor wouldn’t let 
this one go. He drove down the long, darkened 
road to the incidents' location. He couldn’t 
help noticing how secluded the whole area 
was. No streetlights, no clear light from 
anywhere. It was completely dark. Shrouded 
with trees. Up ahead was the home. A police 
car was already at the scene, along with an 
ambulance. Despite their presence, everything 
still seemed silent. Miguel stopped his car and 
took a deep breath before exiting and heading 
towards the house. There was movement up 
ahead, forensics appeared to already be on the 
scene. Miguel headed forwards and stepped up 
the decking to the front door. He stood in the 
doorway, just as an officer approached from 
the side. Officer Olivier — elderly and of Texan 


heritage. Been on the force years but had seen 
and done it all before anybody else, 
apparently. He rubbed his white beard before 
presenting photographs to Miguel. 


Miguel studied the photographs. Crime scene 
pictures. Miguel couldn’t enter the scene with 
forensics on sight. He studied the photos of the 
victim. Neck injury. She was displayed on the 
sofa with her hands stretched along the back 
rest with her head tilted to the left. “Quite the 
scene, Sheriff” spoke Olivier. Miguel agreed 
but didn’t respond. “It reminds me of the 
Duval incident” stated Olivier. There it was. 
That one assumption that Miguel dreaded. He 
got to the photo of the blood-written message 
on the wall. “Welcome Home”. 


“Quite the sight for her girlfriend to find her in” spoke Olivier. It 
was almost like he was trying to get some kind of response out of 
Miguel. Miguel broke concentration from the photos. “Where’s her 
partner now?” he asked. Olivier nodded behind Miguel. As he 
turned, stood by one of the police cars was Audrey Jensen. Visibly 
shaking. She met Miguel’s eyes, more confirmation that this 
outcome was likely to be the one that Miguel least wanted. If this 
was Audrey’s partner, it’s likely whoever the murderer was, was 
targeting Audrey because of her history with Emma Duval. Miguel 
handed the photo’s back to Officer Olivier and walked towards 
Audrey. Dread once again filled Miguel’s stomach. He wasn’t sure 
what he wanted to say to Audrey, but he thought he’d start with the 
basics. 


“Are you okay, Audrey?” he asked. Audrey 


looked different to the last time he had seen 
her. She was older, less baby-faced and wore a 
stern expression. “This is my fault” she spoke, 
trembling as the words left her mouth. Miguel 
was sympathetic. She thought like he did, that 
this crime was likely connected to her but he 
didn’t want to seem insensitive. “The fault 
here is with whoever did this, not with you 
Audrey” said Miguel in a comforting manner. 
Audrey glanced at the house, seemingly 
ignoring Miguel’s comfort. “She wanted to 
come back; she begged me to come back” 
begun Audrey. Miguel listened carefully. “I 
didn’t want to, but I was keeping this secret 
from her and it was eating away at me,” 
sobbed Audrey. She leaned further in towards 
Miguel. “I didn’t even tell her what happened 
with Emma and Maggie because I’m a coward 
and...she deserved better” said Audrey, 
emotion pouring from her voice and her eyes. 
Miguel wanted to reach out and comfort her 
but he had to remain professional in this 
instance. His main thought was with Gustavo. 
His son. His son, who was a surviving 
member of the 'Lakewood 6'. He was currently 
in New York City with his fiancee, Brooke 
Maddox, who was also a survivor from the 


events of 2015 and 2016. He hoped, no matter 
what may have been said between the friends, 
that he was smart enough to stay away from 
Lakewood. 


“If she’d have known that someone was after 
us, she probably wouldn’t have come back,” 
said Audrey. Wiping tears from her eyes. “And 
now she’s dead” she said, abruptly. She 
stepped back and took in her surroundings. 
She was agitated but afraid. “I need to get out 
of Lakewood, I need to leave” she said, turning 
back to Miguel. 


Miguel shook his head. “Unfortunately that 
can’t happen now” he said. Remaining 
professional. “You’re a witness to the crime 
and until this is resolved, we’re going to need 
to ask you some questions” he said. Anger 
begun filling Audrey’s face. “I need to get out 
of here, it’s not safe” she declared. Miguel 
glanced around to see if any of his colleagues 
were in earshot. They were. He stepped 
forward slightly — “You don’t have to worry, 
you'll be safe in police care” he said, 
somewhat empathetic. He leaned in further 
and whispered, “I'll protect you, Audrey”. 
Audrey leaned in too, never taking her angry 


gaze away from his eyes — “You mean like you 
protected Maggie?”. It shot Miguel like a 
bullet to the heart. He backed away but didn’t 
remove his eyes from hers. Audrey was full of 
hatred. She blamed Miguel for Maggie’s death. 
He did too. He’d gone over this over and over 
in his mind. He knew he could have done 
more. He knew that when Maggie called him 
that afternoon before her death, that he should 
have put two and two together and kept her 
company all night. But he was so tied up with 
the murder that had taken place at the court 
house, that he neglected to care about Maggie. 
His friend. Audrey pulled her phone from her 
pocket. Miguel quickly pulled his thoughts 
together — “I’m going to need you to come 
down to the station” he said. Audrey was 
already scrolling through her cell phone 
before she looked back up and said — “I need 
to make a phone call”. She walked away from 
Miguel. He watched her walk away, wishing 
to God he could be there for her. Miguel 
however, believed his days on the force were 
likely numbered. 


Noah Foster enjoyed a good debate. If there’s 
one thing he prided himself on, it was that he 
felt he listened to people and allowed them to 
have their say. Even if he didn’t always agree 
with their thoughts and opinions. It’s one of 
the reasons his old Lakewood podcast, 'The 
Morgue’, was so successful. Of course, ever 
since he departed Lakewood in 2016, the 
podcast was no more and Noah himself had 
disappeared entirely. Instead, he now went by 
the name of Alex, who was comfortably 
situated in a small town just outside of 
Lakewood called Greensburg. You see, on 
November 3rd 2016, Noah received a panicked 
phone call from one of his best friends, Emma 
Duval. She’d asked to meet all their friend’s 


group at Brooke Maddox’s home that night. 
Following their meeting, all the ‘Lakewood 
Six’ decided to skip town. ‘It’s for the best’ 
Noah kept telling himself. Emma had perfect 
reason to ask this of them. He knew deep 
down that whatever she had witnessed at her 
mother’s crime scene in 2016 had given Emma 
enough reason to tell them all that they were 
in serious danger. So Noah kept in contact but 
made a life for himself elsewhere. It wasn’t 
easy, being separated from his friends and 
family, disappearing from his former life. 
Often, Noah would google himself to see if 
people still wondered where he’d ended up. 
You see, Noah had gained somewhat of a 
reputation from his podcast days but also 
because he and his friend Stavos had released 
a graphic novel from their past experiences 
with the Lakewood Slasher back in 2015. It 
was quite successful and the fans of the novel 
often speculated that the Lakewood Six had 
purposely disappeared because the novel had 
generated another killer to their hometown. 
Noah contemplated this too. Was it his fault 
Maggie was murdered? He tried not to dwell 
too much. Afterall, true crime and horror were 
Noah’s passion. 


In his solitude in Greensburg, Noah had 
managed to get work, working for the local 
radio. It may have been a small town, but 
Greensburg was filled with people who 
enjoyed discussing horror and crime. He held 
debates and discussions every Friday night and 
at this very moment, Noah was debating with 
Colin Fermouth. Colin had taken it upon 
himself to write his own endings to various 
slasher franchises, as whatever the movies had 
to offer, clearly wasn’t enough for him. His 
books, however, were quite popular. “Look, all 
I’m saying is that horror fans love expanded 
works. They enjoy alternate takes to movies they 
love” stated Colin down the microphone of the 
radio show. Noah had his headset set up and 
felt himself looking towards his manager, 
rolling his eyes somewhat. 

“No, no” spoke Noah. “If you’re going to write 
a book, do something fresh. You can’t just 
remake a movie yourself and call it canon” he 
continued. “That’s where you’re wrong Alex, we 
create our own canon” replied Colin. “How do 
you think we learn so much about these 
universes?” he asked. Noah rested his head on 
his hands. “Enlighten me” he said, somewhat 
exhausted already. “Because writers like myself 


give fans more to take away. You may not think 
we needed to understand why Freddy Krueger 
became a killer, but once you have that 
information you run with it. It’s canon” said 
Colin, passionately. 


“Pm not saying books don’t work, if they’re 
needed and add something to the story, then 
yes” begun Noah. “However, youre talking 
about rewriting endings that you didn’t agree 
with” confirmed Noah. “The fact is, the slasher 
genre’s biggest appeal is the terror and the 
bloodshed that we see on screen. It’s hard to 
translate that into a book. Writing down that 
‘blood poured’ doesn’t have the same impact 
as seeing it on screen” he finished. As Colin 
continued, Noah noticed that one of his 
colleagues had appeared in the radio office 
ahead. She looked through the glass window 
and held up a phone, pointing to it. 


Noah left the recording room and was glad 
about it. The debate was exhausting. Colin 
always seemed to take pride in challenging 
people who didn’t agree with him. Something 
Noah hated. His colleague was waiting by the 
doorway. She and Noah had grown quite close 


over the last few months. She hadn’t been 
working there long, but she seemed to hit all 
the right notes. She was incredibly attractive. 
Long, black hair, dark skinned, which always 
seemed so perfect in Noah’s eyes. Her laugh. 
That was one of the things he liked the most 
about Shawna. She appeared interested in him 
too, she walked to work with him and even 
brought him doughnuts from the local corner 
café. 


“Hi” said Noah, nervously. Shawna smiled at 
him, just as she held up his cell phone — “You 
have a call, some girl” she said. Brief panic. 
Noah was embarrassed. He hoped she didn’t 
get the wrong impression. He wasn’t a player. 
In fact, he had terrible luck when it came to 
girls. “Oh yeah, that rarely happens” he said. 
Shawna looked playful. “I mean I do get calls, 
obviously, but not everyone is female” he said, 
nervously. “Oh, so yov’re into guys too?” 
teased Shawna with a smile on her face. Noah 
stopped dead in his tracks. “No, no that’s not 
what I meant” he said, somewhat flustered. 
“Relax Alex, you don’t have to explain 
yourself to me” she said, playful once again. 
She handed him the phone and walked away. 


Noah watched every move she made with a 
smile on his face. He put the cell phone to his 
ear — “Erm, hello?” he spoke. “Noah, it’s me, 
Audrey”. 


Noah was stunned. Audrey was the last person 
he expected to hear from today. Suddenly a 
wave of reality hit him, his old life. He quickly 
walked to the front of the building and 
stepped outside. The small town was silent. 
Very little activity could be spotted outside of 
the radio building. It was peaceful, especially 
at night. Noah enjoyed his walks back and 
forth from his small home to the radio 
building. The building was beat up in a ‘it’s 
been here since the town was built’ sort of 
way. But it had charm. It was shadowed with 
a large sign overhead, advertising the Radio 
station. The neon lights from that reflected 
down onto the white building, making it seem 
somewhat pink. “Audrey, wow, this is a 
surprise” he said. “I haven’t heard from you 
since..." - “Gina’s dead” interrupted Audrey. 
The words hit Noah like a punch to the gut. 
Gina...dead? “Wh- how?” he asked. “It’s still 
not safe in Lakewood and I’m the idiot who just 
moved back here with my partner. Now she’s 


dead” said Audrey, sounding shaken. Noah 
couldn’t believe his ears. His life had 
somewhat moved on since Lakewood. He had 
a new Set of friends, a new life. Everything 
was going great. Lakewood however, hung 
over Noah like an unpaid bill. He knew 
someday he’d have to address what was left 
behind but he worked so hard at moving on 
that he’d temporarily forgotten about it. 


“Audrey, I’m so sorry” he said, 
sympathetically. Noah knew all too well what 
it was like to lose someone you loved. 
Thoughts of Riley and Zoe often cropped up in 
his mind. Like waves of dread and sadness, 
hitting you at once. “I guess I’m just calling to 
let you know that it's still not safe. Whoever killed 
Kieran and Maggie is still here waiting for us” she 
continued. “Well you need to get out of there 
Audrey, run like hell” said Noah, the worry 
echoing through his voice. 


“I can’t. I’m a witness and all that crap,” said 
Audrey. “Does Emma know?” asked Noah. 
“No, you're the first person I’ve told” confirmed 
Audrey. They had such a close relationship. 
He loved Audrey more than some of his own 
family members. “I can come back” he said 


firmly. “No, you need to stay away Noah” spat 
Audrey. “Don’t come back. Stay away. Tell the 
others if you can. Lakewood isn’t safe” she 
confirmed. 


“Audrey...” begun Noah. But the call ended. 
Emotion filled Noah, he sat himself on the 
bench outside of the radio building and 
gathered his thoughts. He wanted to return. 
He felt he should be there for his friend. But 
she told him to stay away. ‘Audrey needs you’ 
circled his mind. Yet, he felt something telling 
him to stay put. It wasn’t Audrey. It was fear. 
Crippling fear. After all, what could Noah add 
that would be of any use to Audrey right now? 


KKK 


Miguel’s police car drove back through the 
streets of Lakewood. Audrey hadn’t taken 
much time to admire her old hometown since 
arriving back two days ago. She sat with her 
head against the window in the backseat of 
the police car. Staring at the homes carefully 
as she passed. She couldn’t get her mind away 


from Gina. How helpless she must have felt in 
her final moments. She was considerate of 
everybody and everything. Their small home 
was beautiful. It was like a dream looking 
back. It seemed like nothing could reach them 
in their peaceful bubble. Until the cracks 
begun to show. Gina knew Audrey was hiding 
something. When Emma called the friends 
group together, Audrey purposely left Gina out 
of it. She wasn’t sure what was going on, but 
Gina was innocent to all the Lakewood Slasher 
drama. Audrey liked it that way. She liked 
having an escapism from her former life. No 
mention of Brandon James or the devastating 
impact 2015 and 2016 had on her life. But 
still, Gina knew something was wrong. Audrey 
kept it secret from her. Now she wished she 
hadn’t. She tried dropping hints but then she 
felt if Gina knew that she had kept this major 
detail from her, then she’d likely end their 
relationship. Audrey didn’t want to be alone. 
Especially now they literally only had each 
other. She was selfish. Now Gina was dead. 
Audrey was alone anyway. It seemed no 
matter what she did, she always felt like she 
was alone. 


The reflection of a familiar building grabbed Audrey’s attention. 


The Duval home. What was once the gorgeous property of Maggie 
and Emma, was now in disrepair. Boarded up, shrubs overgrown. It 
was as though nature had begun to claim the house. “What 
happened to Emma’s house?” asked Audrey. Miguel glanced at it as 
they passed. “Oh” he sighed and focused his eyes forward. “No 
one’s lived there for four years” he confirmed. “Once the teenagers 
learned it was empty, they started hosting parties there and getting 
up to all kinds of activities. Whole place was smashed up” he 
concluded. 


Audrey remembered the good times there. 
Remembered being a little girl in Maggie’s 
back yard. She and Emma were playing with a 
tea set, serving their teddies their favourite 
beverages. Maggie came rushing out with 
lemonade for them both. They’d play hide and 
seek in that huge garden behind the Duval 
house. Audrey always had the best hiding 
spots. But one time, she grazed her knee. The 
sight of blood startled her so much, she ran 
from her hiding spot screaming. Maggie 
rushed to Audrey's rescue. She comforted her 
and sat her down as she cleaned up the cut on 
her leg. “Do you know why we clean up cuts like 
that?” she asked Audrey. Audrey had no idea. 
“Because it means it will heal quicker, so you 
get more time to play” she said. Audrey 
glanced down a little. Little Audrey Jensen in 
this memory was plagued by upsetting 
thoughts. Her Aunt had passed away recently. 


"So, are you going to tell me what's wrong?" 
probed Maggie. Audrey looked at Maggie. "My 
Mommy is sad because her sister died" spoke 
Audrey. She looked back down once again. 
"And now, my Daddy doesn't like to play like 
he used to" she added. Maggie's expression 
became sympathetic. She sat next to Audrey 
on the sofa and placed her arm around her. 
"You know what, your Mommy and Daddy 
may be sad now, but they won't always be like 
that" said Maggie. Leaning her head on 
Audrey's head. "When they aren't sad, they're 
going to come and play with you again. But 
right now, they're gonna need you to be big 
and brave for them" said Maggie. Audrey's 
eyes were fixed on her. "Because no matter 
what happens, they will always love you. If 
things get tough for you, or if you want 
someone to play with in the meantime. You 
can always come here. I'll play with you and 
so will Emma. Deal?" she asked. Audrey 
smiled for the first time in a while and gave 
Maggie a squeeze. 

Audrey's thoughts returned. She could have really used a Maggie 
Duval pep talk right now. She felt her life was falling apart. 
Harbouring guilt and fear, all mixed together. She missed Emma, 
Noah, and Brooke. She hadn’t seen her best friends in so long. They 


rarely called. They obviously had made something of their lives, as 
they all continued happily away from Lakewood, without a single 


call or check in. The truth is, if Audrey didn’t have Gina, she’d have 
fallen apart long ago. She owed Gina so much and how did she 
repay her? She brought her back to Lakewood, where she was 
murdered. Audrey knew she was next, but she hoped to God that 
her friends stayed away. 


4 


“...but Piper showed me that killing people is 
way more fun than therapy” yelled Kieran. 
Audrey and Emma were both paralyzed with 
fear. They weren’t sure how they were going 
to get out of this, but Emma knew deep down 
that this wasn’t the same as Piper. Kieran was 
more dangerous, more deranged. “So, we 
made the Sheriff and the medical examiner 
look like idiots” spat Kieran, as he turned 
towards Emma, away from Audrey. “We 
tortured them, with a killing spree they could 
not stop” he continued. Excited in his own 
rage, yet maintaining that deranged look in 
his eyes. Emma had never seen it before. 
Keiran always seemed so compassionate and 
warm. He had played them. Played her. 
Played his part well. “And the last kills, was 


gonna be my Dad, and then you and then your 
Mother” he told Emma, as he stepped closer 
towards her face. He pressed the knife against 
her throat. Anger begun filling Emma’s mind. 
She felt stupid, like everything was somehow 
her fault for not spotting that Keiran was a 
deranged psychopath last year when Piper was 
stopped. As she stood her ground against 
Kieran, her mother, Maggie, walked into view 
behind Kieran. This wasn’t like Emma 
remembered. Kieran spun around. Audrey was 
startled also. Emma pushed Kieran aside and 
walked up to her Mom. She was dressed in a 
white cardigan, sporting a pink vest top 
underneath. Blue jeans complimented the 
outfit. Emma remembered this outfit well. It 
was the outfit she last saw her Mother wear. 
“Mom, what are you doing here?” she asked, 
concerned. Maggie placed her hand on her 
daughter’s face. Tears begun falling from 
Maggie’s eyes. “Emma, why didn’t you save 
me?” she asked. Desperation. Her voice 
trembled. “You could have stayed with me; I 
wouldn’t be dead now” she said. Emma felt 
the emotion hit her. She begun sobbing too. 
She wanted so desperately to save her Mom. 
She missed her. Her heart broke every time 


she let herself think about that moment she 
walked back into her house. 


That dreadful night in 2016. The night 
everything changed. “I wanted to save you, I 
tried so hard,” sobbed Emma. She couldn’t 
control the emotion that was building up 
inside of her. Maggie dropped her hand from 
her daughters face abruptly. “And now m 
dead” she said sternly. Maggie slowly backed 
away from Emma. Emma reached out her 
hand to grab her Mom back. Before she knew 
it, she felt something grip onto her hair and 
drag her backwards. She never lost sight of her 
Mom, until she’d faded into complete 
darkness. 


As Emma fell backwards, she looked to the 
side to see what was grabbing her hair — and 
there it was. The Lakewood Slasher. Brandon 
James’ mask. He stabbed Emma in the throat, 
causing her to collapse to the ground. 


Blood poured from her neck as she looked 
forwards from the ground. The killer stepped 
over her. It pulled off the mask. The light was 
fading, but Emma saw who it was. She saw 


herself. Looking down at her own body that 
laid before her. Emma wanted to talk but 
couldn't. She saw herself under the killer’s 
robes. Everything faded, until eventually... 


She woke up. Screaming, panicked. As her 
thoughts came back to reality, she recognised 
where she was. She’d had another nightmare. 
It wasn’t real. But the nightmares were never 
truly over for Emma, she has to live with them 
every day. Her memories following her, 
haunting her. She felt sick with guilt. The sun 
was blaring in the bedroom. Her window was 
opened a little. The white curtains made 
movement from the slight gushes of wind that 
continued to flurry into the window from 
outside. The windchimes she had hanging 
from the curtain rail also chimed as the wind 
hit them. Emma rubbed her face. She looked 
down at the end of her bed and there he was. 
Her little companion, the only company she 
had at the moment. Jesse — her tabby cat. He 
glared at Emma, almost grumpy-looking from 
the disturbed sleep she’d obviously caused on 
purpose. Emma stroked his cheek softly. She 
looked around the room. Emma’s current 
home wasn’t decorated how she'd like. Every 


wall was painted in lemon. Nearly all the 
furniture was pine-wood. Even the bed. Still, 
she felt at ease in the house. At least, at ease 
enough that she’d relocated here four years 
ago and hadn’t really had any problems with 
being found. She quickly glanced at the clock 
on her bedside table. 07:14am. Damn. She was 
late. 


Emma rushed out of bed and into the 
bathroom. She performed her morning 
routine. Brushing her teeth, applying her 
make-up, heading downstairs to make herself 
a morning coffee and some toast. Then she’d 
proceed to head back upstairs, get herself 
changed and make herself look presentable 
before she’d venture out to her new career. A 
career that she felt suited her quite well. Some 
people may say working with teenagers is a 
bad idea, but Emma’s own past experiences 
taught her that teenagers often need someone 
to listen to more than anybody else. Emma got 
herself dressed. She wore her traditional 
black-blazer jacket, her white sweater 
underneath. Her black trouser pants 
completed the look. She stepped out of her 
farmhouse and headed to her car. The house 
was surrounded by acres of land. All in white 


but featuring light pink accents outside to 
complete the look. The house was what some 
would call a dream home. Clearly made and 
constructed with a family in mind. For Emma 
however, it was escapism. Somewhere she 
could get away and not have to think or 
consider the world she’d left behind. She 
begun driving away from the home and made 
her way onto the main road. 


The town of Newton County wasn’t something Emma hit on 
intentionally. The truth is, when Emma left her home in Lakewood 
that night in 2016, she wasn’t sure where she was heading. She just 
knew that she needed to get away. She remembered the times she 
and her Mom used to visit Newton from time-to-time to visit 
Emma’s Grandmother. She passed away when Emma was young but 
the memories never left her. Aside from home, it was one of the 
only places Emma felt safe. At least when she was younger. The 
town hadn’t changed much. When she returned, a kind old lady 
named Mrs Fisher allowed Emma to stay at the farmhouse just on 
the outskirts of town. Mrs Fisher remembered Emma fondly, 
especially as she was also close friends with Emma’s Grandmother 
before she passed. A lady of well to-do, she had several homes 
scattered around Georgia. She had longed for Grandkids and 
extended family members to live nearby. That life didn’t work out 
for Mrs Fisher, as her kids had moved to New York in pursuit of 
better careers. 


Emma drove through the town until she 
arrived at her place of work — Wallace High 
School. The entire grounds were now full of 
teenagers, all arriving for their school day. 
Yellow School buses were gathered around the 


building. Some groups were sat on the grass 
talking and discussing their weekend plans. 
Others were stood by the doorway to the 
school. Emma pulled up and quickly got out of 
her car. She was suddenly greeted by Jaime 
Headey. Jaime had seen Emma quite 
frequently since the beginning of the school 
year. Everything at home was getting on top 
of her, and so Emma hoped she’d find comfort 
in having someone listen to her problems. 
Emma was the school councillor — it was 
easier listening to other people’s problems 
than deal with her own right now. 


“I had a great weekend, I just wanted to let 
you know” said Jaime, somewhat enthusiastic. 
Emma was delighted at this news. “That’s 
great, so no issues at home?” asked Emma, as 
she collected her bag from the car. “No, my 
Mom is away on some rediscovery journey, so 
I’ve been staying with my Aunt” said Jaime. 
The issues at home usually stemmed from 
Jaime’s Mom. Which is one of the reasons 
Emma wasn’t surprised her absence would 
lead to a positive weekend for Jaime. 


“Tm glad it's worked out for you. If you need 
to talk, you know where I am” said Emma, 


reassuringly. Jaime gave Emma a smile and 
immediately walked away to catch up to her 
friends. Emma paused for a moment. Time to 
start a new day at work. Time to pretend 
everything is fine. It’s not fine. She’s not fine. 
But she needs to do something, or she’ll just 
stay at home once again and think about 
everything. The nightmares were worse at the 
weekend. 


Emma walked through the corridors of Wallace High School. She 
always admired the layout. It was different to her time at George 
Washington High. Everything there was modernly decorated. 
Wallace High was traditional. Wooden floors, dark red accents 
painted the corridors. It made everything darker but it had a 
coziness to it. With that in mind however, the place looked great at 
Halloween. The darkened corridors, along with the pumpkin décor 
that the school put together always complimented each other well. 
Emma walked towards her office and stepped inside. Just as she 
did, a familiar face peered into the door. “Cutting it fine, or what?” 
said Cameron. Cameron was the Wallace High receptionist and he 
loved to know everyone’s business. He often checked in on Emma to 
ask how she was doing. In many ways, he reminded her of Noah. 
He had an eccentric demeanour that was complimented by his love 
for movies. He’d often ask Emma daily movie questions. Some of 
which she had absolutely no clue. 


He stood in the doorway, his curly blonde 
locks seemed somewhat messy today. He was 
wearing a blue shirt and cream trouser pants. 
“T overslept, I know,” said Emma. As she 
begun setting up her desk for the morning. 
“That’s okay, I won’t tell anybody,” he said, as 


he stepped further into her office. He sat in 
the chair in front of her. She’d rather him 
leave, she needed to concentrate on a student 
report for the principle which was due two 
days ago. “So, watch anything good over the 
weekend?” he asked. Emma begun logging 
into her school account. “Nothing that would 
interest you. No movies...” she replied. He 
looked disappointed. “Well, I had a whole 
back-to-back Marvel marathon” he said 
proudly. “I’m currently stuck at Guardians 2 
though” he continued. Emma noticed an email 
from the principle, asking her for the report on 
Ryan Cotton. She opened the document 
instantly. “So have you been on a date with 
Mr Shepard yet?” asked Cameron. Emma’s 
concentration broke. Mr Shepard. The newly 
appointed English teacher, who had taken to 
waving at Emma whenever he saw her. Emma 
had no time for that kind of thing. Cameron 
continued to tell her how attractive Mr 
Shepard looked and that she should ‘go for it’, 
but she honestly wasn’t interested. “I’ve 
known the guy like 3 weeks” she said. “So? 
My last date literally met me 2 hours before 
we actually went on one” he said. “What have 
you got to lose?” he asked. “No, I don’t have 


time for a relationship right now” she said. 
She attempted to return to the document 
before her. “Why, you got a tribe of kids we 
don’t know about?” asked Cameron. Emma 
returned her gaze to him. 


“Youre being pushy today, why don’t you go 
and ask Miss Howes if she wants to date Mr 
Shepard instead” said Emma, somewhat 
irritated. Cameron got to his feet and walked 
towards the door. “Miss Howes is in her 40s, 
you seem more his type,” said Cameron He 
stood by the doorway and looked back at 
Emma - “I’m not ready for a relationship” said 
Emma, firmly. Cameron shrugged and left the 
room. 


Did Emma lose her cool too much? Possibly. 
She wasn’t the same as before. She was trying 
so hard to make this work. But she felt bad. 
She decided to get up and walk towards the 
door to look for Cameron, so she could 
apologise. Suddenly, she bumped into 
someone. Embarrassing. Especially if it was a 
student. Emma quickly composed herself. 
“Sorry, Pm so sorry” she said. Stood before 
her, was Mr Shepard. Tall and imposing. He 
looked down at her and smiled. “That’s okay” 


he said. Bumping into one of the kids would 
have been better actually. “I was just looking 
for Cameron” she said, avoiding eye contact. I 
guess she could see what Cameron saw. He 
was attractive. Piercing brown eyes, dark, 
well-styled hair and a Hollywood-star smile. “I 
think I just saw him walk back to the 
reception” he said. Never mind. 


“Oh well, Pll catch him later,” said Emma. She 
headed back into her office as Mr Shepard 
gave her another smile. “If you want to walk 
into me again, you can just ask” he said, 
confidently. Emma felt even more 
embarrassed than before. “Pll make sure I do 
that” she replied. Why did she say this? She 
had no idea. “Anyway, I better get back to 
those 23 kids waiting eagerly to learn about 
Shakespeare” he said, sarcastically. Emma 
smiled awkwardly. Pretty sure her top lip got 
stuck inside her mouth. Oh god. “Pll see you 
around” he smirked, before walking away. 
Emma followed his movements. She was 
attracted to him. She just couldn’t... could 
she? She stepped back in the doorway and 
looked down briefly at the floor. Placed in the 
middle of the hallway floor, was something 
Emma hadn’t seen in a while. She crouched 


down and picked it up. She placed it in the 
palm of her hand. 


A single daisy. Emma observed. It could be her 
mind, but was this an accident? Caution filled 
Emma’s mind. Was she really safe? Was this a 
coincidence? The only connection Emma had 
to a single daisy, was her mother. Afterall, 
that’s what Brandon James used to call her — 
his Daisy. 
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Television sets blared all over America. Reporting yet another 
murder in Lakewood, Louisiana. Still, many people went about their 
lives and continued their daily activities. The same couldn’t be said 
for Noah, who listened intently at the reporter’s description of the 
grizzly event. He was dressed rather smart, in a standard white shirt 
and tie. He sipped his coffee and stared carefully at the reporter. 
She seemed perfectly dressed and wore a sombre expression as she 
reported the events that had unfolded the night before. 


“...25 year-old Gina McLane was found dead in her home by her 
partner late last night. Police have released a brief statement, stating that 
the victim had been dead for some time before they arrived at the 
property in Lakewood, Louisiana”, she reported. The report changed 
to outdoor shots of the house, which was coated with crime scene 
tapes across the doorway. “Police have also remained clear that the 
person responsible for the crime, still hasn’t been identified...” 
continued the reporter. 


“Alex!” bellowed a voice from down the hall. Noah’s concentration 
was broken. For a moment, he forgot he was at work. He glanced 
out of the room and stared down the long corridor ahead. Traipsing 
towards him was his boss, Luther Jones. Luther was the type of boss 
that people feared. Not because he was respected, but because he 


would forever blame his staff for issues around the workplace. He 
also admired punctuality. Something he wouldn’t hesitate to be 
critical of if it was broken. He was a small, dumpy man. With 
hardly any neck and combed blonde hair. Noah couldn’t help but 
laugh inside every time he saw him. His dress sense was something 
to be desired. In fact, Noah often wondered if he had decided to 
dress in complete darkness some days. Today, he'd decided to wear 
a green checkered shirt and mustard coloured corduroy pants to 
work. As he came closer to Noah, he placed his hand on his 
shoulder and gestured him inside his office nearby. 


“Inside!” Luther demanded. Noah walked in behind him. His office 
was basic at best. Simple grey carpet, with a very basic wood table. 
He sat down and took a moment to catch his breath, before he 
smiled at Noah — “Alex, I think we should cover this on the show” 
he said. “Cover...what?” questioned Noah. Luther gestured Noah to 
sit down. Noah knew exactly where this was going, but he hoped 
his questioning would delay the response when he was eventually 
asked. “The murders in Lakewood. I know you’re show is more 
about horror, but you’ve discussed true crime on there a few times 
and the listeners were way up” he said cheerfully. Noah looked 
away slightly. “I don’t think an incident in this Lakewood place is 
going to bring listeners,” said Noah. He could see the expression on 
Luther’s face change. It wasn’t an expression Noah was fond of at 
all. “Listen Alex, if you check social media, you will notice that this 
news blast has been trending for some time. That town is becoming 
well-known for its reputation. There’s a subreddit dedicated to it — I 
really do think it would be great for the show” he added. Noah 
placed his hand over his eyes for a moment and rubbed them in 
frustration. “I...’1l see what I can do” he said. Luther’s face changed 
from indifferent to downright gleeful. “That’s the spirit Alex, now 
go and prepare for your show” he said, gesturing towards the door. 
Noah got to his feet and walked out of the door. He stood for a 
moment as the office door closed behind him. This wasn’t 
something he wanted to do. It was too close to home. He was fine 
hiding out in secrecy in Greensburg, but if he begun covering 
Lakewood, it would attract people to the station. Perhaps...the 
same person who killed Keiran, Maggie, and Gina. He took a deep 


breath for a moment before he moved away from his boss’s door. 


KKK 


Papers upon papers decorated Sheriff Miguel Acosta’s desk at the 
Lakewood police department. His office was simple in appearance, 
but the chaos that was visible in the room prevented any 
admiration being aimed at the décor. He sat behind his desk as he 
observed the crime scene photos from Gina’s house 12 hours before. 
In the background, played the same news report that Noah had 
been listening to. Miguel wasn’t watching it, however. He seemed to 
be fixated on the photo of the displayed corpse of Gina McLane. 
Just then, a shadow appeared in the doorway of Miguel’s office. He 
glanced forward, briefly and recognised who it was instantly. Jeff 
Andrews -— the Lakewood District Attorney. He was a young-looking 
man - skinny, with well-styled black hair and a perfectly trimmed 
beard. He nodded his head as soon as he saw Miguel noticed his 
presence. “Sheriff Acosta, nice to see you” he said. Miguel wasn’t 
impressed. The district attorney’s interference in the case would 
only lead to a larger media circus. Something Miguel hoped to 
avoid. Still, Jeff stepped inside the office and watched the news 
report for a moment. Miguel glanced back at him again, also 
observing the report. 


“...another unresolved murder case, following the last reported incidents 
in 2016” — FLASH. The TV was turned off. Jeff spun around, to see 
Miguel holding the remote. “What can I do for you Mr Andrews?” 
said Miguel. Jeff sat himself down in the chair in front of Miguel’s 
desk and leaned back, confidently. “Another murder in Lakewood. 
Press is having a field day with this one” Jeff said. Miguel knew 
where this was going. He looked back at the crime scene photo for a 
moment. “I know, I’m hard at work investigating what occurred,” 
said Miguel. Jeff glanced down at the photographs that Miguel was 
observing. “Yes...” he muttered. “Well, I’ve spoken with the mayor 
today and he agrees with me” continued Jeff. The mayor... exactly 
what Miguel needed. The guy disliked Miguel. He forever blamed 


him for never catching the culprit behind the courthouse murder in 
2016. 


Miguel stared at Jeff. His concentration fixated on him, suddenly. 
“What does the mayor say?” he said, sarcastically. Jeff smiled 
somewhat before continuing. “This is the third murder in Lakewood 
in which a culprit hasn’t been identified. Are you aware if there’s a 
connection yet?” asked Jeff. Miguel was frustrated and defensive. 
“That’s what I’m trying to establish, right now” he said firmly. “Of 
course, they’re related” spat Jeff. His pompous demeanour was lost; 
instead, sternness had emerged. “The same girl, Audrey Jensen, 
who is a known associate of Emma Duvall, the prime suspect in the 
Maggie Duval Murder” he begun — “returns to her hometown with 
her girlfriend, and one of them is brutally murdered in a sadistic 
fashion that patterns the killings that occurred in the past” he 
continued. Miguel knew this. He took a moment to collect his 
thoughts. Jeff was antagonistic. He wanted nothing more than to 
take over this case and take the glory from Miguel. He wanted it all 
for himself. “Is there any update on Miss Jensen?” asked Jeff. 
Miguel had already filled out a long report about his talk with 
Audrey. “She’s been interviewed, but there’s nothing right now to 
link her to this” confirmed Miguel. “But she has been instructed to 
remain in Lakewood whilst the investigation is underway. She’s 
staying with her father” he concluded. Jeff touched his neck for a 
moment, before responding — “So, any other leads?”. 


“Why don’t you let me do my job, Andrews?” asked Miguel. Jeff 
leaned forward and placed his elbows on the desk. “That’s all we 
want, Miguel” he said. “But we also know your track record at 
catching killers isn’t great. So, we’re giving you twenty-four hours 
to come up with something concrete...” he stated. He got to his feet 
and walked towards the door, before turning back around. “Or else, 
we're going to step in” he smiles as the words leave his mouth. 
Miguel glances back down at the photos. “Keep us posted” requests 
Jeff, as he leaves the office. 


Miguel took a deep breath and held his head in his hands for a 
moment. A lot was riding on this. His days were numbered. He 
wanted to prove himself, but the issue was that Jeff wasn’t 
incorrect. Miguel had failed to capture the culprit before. He 
remembered why he wanted to become a police officer, but he had 
wondered since Maggie’s death, whether he was truly cut out to be 
a police officer. ‘Stop this’ he thought. ‘These kids need you’ he told 
himself. ‘Your son needs you’ was a thought that had occurred all 
too often in Miguel’s head. He hadn’t seen Gustavo in four years. 
The longest they’d ever been apart. Miguel felt a wave of sadness 
flood his thoughts. He felt that overwhelming feeling of dread fill 
his stomach. He quickly opened his drawer and pulled out a packet 
of cigarettes and headed towards the office door. He exited — 
locking the door behind him and made his way through the station 
backdoor. Behind the station, far back from the building itself was a 
large football training field. Miguel found it quite peaceful back 
here. Especially when he needed a quick moment to gather his 
thoughts. 


He sparked up his cigarette and took a few puffs of it. He closed his 
eyes for a moment and allowed his mind to free of his thoughts. He 
slowly opened his eyes to see the peaceful backlot before him. The 
peace was suddenly broken, however. Miguel was sure he saw it, 
but he took one step forward to be sure. Situated at the very end of 
the backlot was a cloaked figure. It stood firmly still. It was him - 
the killer. That ghost-like mask was fixated on Miguel from a 
distance. Miguel stared back, unsure of what his next move should 
be. Does he run towards it? Does he alert the others inside? He 
moved forward again. The figure didn’t flinch. Didn’t move. It 
remained perfectly still but didn’t remove its gaze from Miguel. He 
was going to run at it. Miguel had decided. This was Gina's killer. 
Maggie's killer. He moved forward when suddenly... 


“Ring, Ring” went his phone. 


He was startled. He jumped and quickly looked down to retrieve his 
phone from his pocket. He looked back forward before answering -— 
it was gone. Disappeared from sight. Miguel quickly observed 
around the backlot and saw nothing. No signs of it. He looked at the 
phone... - ‘Gustavo calling’. Miguel answered and quickly returned 
to the station back door. 


“Goddammit Stavos, what did I tell you about calling me” he spat 
as he remained in the doorway. “Dad, I’ve seen what’s happened” 
he replied, calmly. Miguel didn’t care. That thing was outside and 
could be listening into their conversation right now. “I don’t care. 
Don’t call here. Whatever happens, you and Brooke need to stay 
away” he says, angrily. “Stay away” he demands, just as he hangs 
up. Miguel glances through the backdoor window. Nothing. He 
wasn’t afraid to admit — whoever that was, had him spooked. He 
returned to his office and sat down in his chair for a moment. His 
thoughts couldn’t leave what he had seen. That figure. That dark, 
cloaked reaper, looking at him. It did very little, but it almost felt 
like a threat. As Miguel glanced out of the window of his office 
from his chair, he came to a shocking realisation. From the backlot, 
you could see inside his office. Whoever this was, was watching 
Miguel. Watching his every single move. 
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There he was, masked and cloaked. Her tormenter. Hannah 
screamed with everything she had in her body. She had only 
decided to quickly head to the bathroom before science class, as it 
was a two-hour period. But had she known what was going to be 
waiting for her, she would have avoided it. It walked towards her 
from a cubicle in the girl’s bathroom and attempted to grab her. She 
dodged and made for the door. She burst into the corridor and ran 
screaming ahead. Glancing back she saw the terrifying vision of the 
figure following her. She hoped to God someone would save her. 
Other students noticed the commotion in the corridors and all 
began stepping aside as Hannah ran in fear. Some were shocked, 
whilst others laughed. This wasn’t the first time an early Halloween 
prank had been played at Wallace High School and it most certainly 
wouldn’t be the last. It was Hannah Draycott’s turn, however, to be 
the target for today’s prank. 


Emma heard the commotion coming from beyond her office door 
and quicky got to her feet. She rushed out into the corridor and saw 
as Hannah approached her, screaming for her life. Closely following 
her, was another student, sporting a skeletal grim reaper costume. 
“Help me!” begged Hannah. Emma stood firmly in front of Hannah, 
just as her tormentor approached. “Let me guess” said Emma, 
aggravated. The mask was removed and out came Tyler Madden. 
Pale skinned, covered in sweat with a big, wide smirk on his face. 
The students behind him all laughed and jeered at Hannah. “Just 
playing around” he said playfully. Emma grabbed the mask from his 


hands and glanced at it. It was all too familiar, but still had no 
resemblance to the one that haunted Emma’s dreams. Hannah 
trembled behind Emma. “Go to the principle’s office please, I think 
he’ll be very interested to hear about this” she said, firmly. 
Suddenly, Tyler’s expression changed. “You’re kidding right?” he 
said. “It was a joke” he said, in a somewhat pleading manner. 
Emma pointed down the hall, gesturing him to leave. He paced 
ahead and muttered under his breath. 


“Thank you so much” said Hannah in an enthusiastic tone. Emma 
nodded before she stepped back towards her office. “It’s just so 
scary, knowing he’s going to come out with that costume any 
moment” said Hannah, staring in Tyler’s direction. Emma turned 
back to Hannah swiftly. “Don’t ever be afraid of someone wearing a 
mask like this,” said Emma. Hannah was now fixated on Emma. “If 
a person has to hide behind this” she continued, holding the mask 
up. “Then they're a coward” she concluded. Hannah smiled and 
nodded in agreement. Emma’s words had resonated with her. 
“Yeah, you’re right” she responded. The school bell rang and the 
students returned to their classes. Emma headed back into her office 
and placed the skeletal mask on her desk. She stares at it for a 
moment. Thoughts of Brandon James’ mask flood her memory. She 
remembers the first time she ever saw it, staring back at her. The 
draughty chill of its cloak as it chased her through the bowling alley 
back in Lakewood. Her thoughts quickly returned to her friends. 
She hoped, wherever they were, they were all okay. Emma’s 
thought process was interrupted by a knock at the door. She looked 
ahead to see Mr Shepard enter her office, with a wide-eyed smile on 
his face. “Just checking in, the students said something about 
Hannah Draycott being harassed?” said Mr Shepard, as he closed 
the door behind himself. Emma felt awkward once again. 
Encounters with Mr Shepard often ended in Emma feeling nauseous. 


“T sent him to the principle, so hopefully that will knock some sense 
into him,” said Emma. Mr Shepard stepped forward and crossed his 
arms. Every single muscle in his arm was suddenly outlined in his 
shirt. “I don’t think Tyler Madden has actually arrived at the 
principal’s office. In fact, I think he’s just taken off somewhere”, 
smiled Mr Shepard. Figures. Emma probably should have escorted 
him there. “I guess I’ll have to file a report” she said. Completely 


avoiding eye contact with him. He placed his hands on the desk and 
leaned forward towards her. Emma had nowhere to look. Nowhere 
to hide. She looked into his big, dark eyes and was fixated. “What 
are you doing tonight?” he asked, confidently with a smile. 
Concentration broke. This couldn’t happen. At all. “Erm, nothing 
actually,” said Emma. “What do you say to a home cooked meal, 
prepared by myself of course, at my place tonight?” he asked, 
smiling through every word. Emma begun packing her things away. 
She was done for today. 


“T can’t, I’m sorry” she said. His smile faded instantly. He stood 
firmly tall once again and crossed his arms. “See, I know you’re 
giving me signals. I know you like me” he said. This can’t happen. 
Emma felt panicked. She was supposed to be laying low. Keeping a 
low profile. She had no time for a relationship or anything like that. 
But she thought Mr Shepard was incredibly attractive. If she’d have 
been a normal girl, she’d have accepted his offer and quickly called 
Brooke to tell her all about it. But Emma wasn’t a normal girl. Far 
from it. “I’m just not ready for anything right now. I’m sorry” she 
said sympathetically, whilst still continuing to pack up her things. 
He looked disappointed. Emma felt bad. But she’d had these 
feelings before. She’d been taken in by ‘tall, dark and handsome’ 
years ago. Since then, her trust had been shaken. 

“Well, if you change your mind” he said, before exiting the office. 
Emma was left with her thoughts. She slumped back into her chair 
and reminded herself why she was doing the right thing. Everything 
was unfair. Her life was shrouded in secrecy and she hated it. She 
grabbed her bag and left her office behind, along with the skull 
mask, which was still on her desk. 


Emma returned to her car and threw herself into the driver’s seat. 
She sat for a moment. Could she call one of her friends? Audrey 
perhaps? No. Best to stay away. But just to hear one of their voices 
again. She’d love to hear her Mom’s voice. She’d say something like 
— “Emma, you can’t live like this forever”. She’d be right. But right 
now, her Mom was gone. Her friends were gone. Emma was alone. 


‘THUD’ startled Emma. Something was shaking the car and had 
thudded on the driver’s window. Her heart raced. This was it. He’d 
found her. She was going to see that ghostly mask staring back at 


her. She turned quickly and saw... Tyler’s skeletal mask staring at 
her, back on Tyler’s head once again. He danced around beside her 
car and continued to sing “Don’t fear the reaper, come on baby” in a 
mocking way at her. Emma wanted to make a scene. But her heart 
was racing fast. She needed this school day to be over. She started 
up her car and frantically drove away, leaving Tyler behind, who 
was making hand gestures at the car as he was joined by some of 
his friends. 


KKK 


Night had fallen over Lakewood once again. In a quiet, suburban 
street, was the Jensen household. It was small to the average 
passerby, but the house had everything it needed for Howard 
Jensen. The house currently had an unusual addition outside, 
however. Parked up on the street outside the house was a police 
car, which was accompanied by two police officers, who were sat in 
deep conversation. 

The living space was overly cluttered with books. Bookshelves 
overlooked the entire room and there was even a pileup of books 
that no longer slotted into places on the shelves. Sat in the midst of 
this collection, on her father’s brown-leather sofa, was Audrey 
Jensen. She remained in the same clothes from the previous day. 
She had glasses on as she watched the TV ahead. She glanced down 
at her phone and traced through her contacts until she discovered — 
‘Emma’. She hovered her thumb over the green call button for a 
moment. She should call Emma. But she just couldn’t bring herself 
to make the call. They’d grown so distant in the past four years that 
Audrey didn’t even know what to say. She locked her phone, just as 
her father joins her. He sits himself in the single sofa beside her and 
leans forward. “How are you feeling?” he asks her. Audrey glares at 
him — “My partner has just been murdered, I’m doing great” she 
replies, sarcastically. Howard seems aggravated by this. He stands 
up and walks towards the mantlepiece above the fire. He turns back 
around slowly and addresses Audrey — “Have you received any 
phone calls since you’ve returned to Lakewood?” he asks. 


Audrey’s expression changes. She’s somewhat confused. “No, but I 
know Gina did” states Audrey. “How?” asks Howard. Audrey leans 
forward somewhat. “Sheriff Acosta; he told me she’d had a long 
conversation with an unknown number just before her death” 
responds Audrey. Howard glances towards the window of the living 
area. Audrey is confused. Her Dad hasn’t really spoken about any of 
this since she returned to his home this afternoon. In fact, he’s 
avoided a direct conversation with her entirely. “I think we’re being 
watched” stated Howard. Audrey stood up firmly. “What do you 
mean, being watched’?" she asked. Howard met his daughter’s gaze. 
“When you left Lakewood four years ago, I received a call on the 
house phone” he begun. He walked over to the front hall, which 
was only spacious enough for one person at a time. He glanced 
down at the phone, as Audrey stepped in the doorway. “It was a 
man’s voice. He was calm, normal. Not like a voice simulator, as 
you’ve described,” said Howard. He looked at Audrey directly in the 
face. She had never seen her father like this. The fear in his eyes 
was almost unbearable. It made her uneasy. “He simply asked ‘Ts 
Audrey home?” continued Howard. “I replied and said ‘No, she isn’t, 
may I ask who’s calling?”’. Audrey listened carefully — “Then what?”. 


Howard looked back down at the phone. “The line went dead,” said 
Howard. Audrey glanced down to the floor as every possible 
thought entered her mind. “Then...” continued Howard, breaking 
her thought process. “About a month later, I received another call. 
Same voice, same question — ‘Is Audrey home?” 

Howard and Audrey were fully locked on each other. Fear was 
filling both their faces. “I’d say ‘No, who’s speaking?” continued 
Howard. “Only, the line would go dead again. Same pattern. Month, 
after month” trembled Howard. Audrey took a gulp — “Did you tell 
the police?” she asked. Howard nodded, before saying — “I did, but 
nothing ever happened, so it was ignored,” said Howard. Audrey 
stepped back inside the living room and sat on the back of the sofa 
for a moment. She’d been afraid before and experienced some 
horrifying things, but she’d never been truly fearful for her life as 
she was right now. Something felt different. The hairs on her arms 
stood up firmly. 


“Ring, Ring” went the house phone. 


Both of them jumped out of their skins and glanced at the phone. 
Audrey stepped into the doorway again. Howard placed his hand 
up, in an attempt to calm Audrey. He answered swiftly — “Hello?”. 
Audrey stood still with bated breath. She quickly looked out of the 
window - the officers were still there. She returned her gaze to her 
dad. “No, I don’t need a new gardener, thank you,” said Howard. 
Relief. He placed the phone down as Audrey sunk back onto the 
sofa. Howard stepped into the room and embraced his daughter. 
Audrey had never felt close to her father, but in this moment, she 
was a little girl again. She nestled into his arms. She was terrified. 
She was truly afraid. “Listen, no one is going to hurt you. I swear 
Audrey, I’m going to protect you” said Howard, as he nervously 
looked around the living room. 
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Everything was blurred, but one thing remained prominent — 
Maggie. Emma reached down to her mom and placed her hand on 
her face. She noticed her beautiful golden blonde hair was blood 
soaked as she attempted to speak. Emma sobbed. Tears fell from her 
eyes and down onto the ground. She held her Mom close and 
cradled her. Cradled her like she had done to Emma so many times 
before. “It’s going to be okay, Mom” promised Emma, through her 
tears. Maggie’s cardigan was soaked in blood, Emma took in her 
surroundings for a moment, before remembering how everything 
was about to transpire. She’d seen this before. She’d relived this 
nightmare many times. She stood up, placing her Mom’s head down 
to the ground slowly and backed away down the corridor of her 
former home. Her boots echoed on the wood floor as she kept her 
eyes fixated on the kitchen doorway ahead. Eventually, she reached 
the front door. This time, things were different. From the kitchen, 
she expected the reaper of her nightmares to emerge any moment. 
Instead, as she was completely backed against the wooden front 
door, she felt a hand smash through it. A force like she’d never felt. 
It grabbed her hair and pulled her back, forcing her head backwards 
into the door. Emma pulled away quickly, before spinning around 
and seeing... Keiran. Tall and imposing. He wore the same attire he 
had been wearing when Emma last saw him. That fateful night in 
2016. The night she discovered who he truly was. 

Kieran pointed his knife forward and walked towards Emma. She 
shielded herself from his impact and screamed with everything she 
had in her body. 


As the scream pierced the room, Emma suddenly found 
surroundings had changed. She was in her comfortable Newton 
County farmhouse living room. The TV was still playing in the 
background. The lemon-coloured room made everything seem 
brighter than it was. Darkness coated the house outside. It was late. 
Emma took several deep breaths as relief sunk in. The nightmares 
were getting worse. Her Tabby cat, Jesse, was alert due to the 
commotion that Emma had created. She gave him a little stroke, 
before she grabbed hold of her phone to check the time. 11:45pm — 
it’s late. Emma looked at her phone background for a moment. It 
was an old photo of herself, Brooke, Audrey, Noah and Stavos on 
their vacation four years ago. The good times were almost a blur to 
Emma, but she cared enough to miss them all. She unlocked her 
phone and begun scrolling through her contacts. She eventually 
reached Brooke and immediately called her. The phone rang for 
several moments — Emma wondered if she was going to answer at 
all. Eventually, she was met with a familiar voice. “Emma?” said 
Brooke. Emma smiled uncontrollably. “Hey, you, it’s so good to 
hear your voice,” said Emma. 


KKK 


New York City was a desirable location for most people. From being 
young, Brooke Maddox had always wanted to move there. Afterall, 
that’s where all the rich and famous gathered on numerous 
occasions. Plus, there was that whole Gossip Girl phase where 
Brooke often had visions of herself channelling her inner Blair 
Waldorf as she walked through central park. Brooke’s time in New 
York, however, hadn’t been what she’d expected. 


The music overhead blared loudly inside the club. The whole room 
was scattered with people, all dressed in fancy clothes and drinking 
various beverages from tiny glasses. Colours of purple and blue 
dominated the room, however there was very little light in here, 
except those that came from the DJ booth up ahead. Brooke held a 


finger towards her left ear, in order to hear her old friend clearer. 
“Oh my god, Emma, I miss you so much,” said Brooke. “I miss you 
too,” said Emma. “How’s the actress lifestyle suiting you?” she 
continued. Brooke took a moment. ‘The actress lifestyle’. All her 
friends from Lakewood knew why Brooke remained in New York. 
She’d gotten herself an internship with an agency who had handled 
some of the greatest stars that Hollywood had ever seen. The last 
memory they had of Brooke; she was talking about all of her plans 
for the future. Talks of being on the big screen one day, winning 
BAFTA’s and more. That’s the memory Brooke wanted her friends to 
hold onto when they thought of her. So much had changed in four 
years. Even Brooke’s hair was now shoulder length, as opposed to 
the long-flowing locks she sported as a teenager. “Acting is great, 
have you heard from the others?” asked Brooke, in an attempt to 
quickly change the subject. 


She kept a careful watch around to see if anyone had spotted her 
talking on the phone. They hadn’t. “No, I haven’t heard from any of 
them,” said Emma. She sounded sad. It was a regular occurrence 
whenever they briefly spoke on the phone. Emma was always 
carrying around sadness with her. Brooke tried to remain positive, 
but even she could use a group cuddle from her friends at the 
moment. “That’s too bad, I miss everybody,” said Brooke. “How’s 
Stavos?” asked Emma. Stavos — Brooke’s 'creepy', boyfriend. At least, 
that’s how some of her colleagues in New York described him. 
Stavos may have had a dangerous, bad boy vibe to him, but Brooke 
found it endearing. He followed her all the way to New York and 
had never left her side. “Stavos is great, we’re both great” replied 
Brooke. Brooke glanced behind and caught sight of someone she 
was avoiding. Lady Melanie. Tall, flowing blonde locks behind her 
head and dressed in a glittering silver dress. She was searching 
through the crowds. She was searching for Brooke. 


“Listen Emma, I have to go. I’ll call you later,” said Brooke. As she 
swiftly hung up, she turned to see the 6-foot, Lady Melanie standing 
over her. Imposing as ever. Brooke may have had visions of herself 
channelling her inner Blair Waldorf, but Lady Melanie was the 
walking definition of Blair Waldorf. She, unfortunately, was 
Brooke’s boss. 


“So, we have time to engage in chit-chat now?” said Lady Melanie. 
Her pointed chin was far above Brooke’s head. She looked angry. A 
sight Brooke was all too used to. “I need my coat, fetch it for me” 
she demanded. Brooke rushed towards the club porch and 
immediately started looking through the line of hanging coats. She 
collected Lady Melanie’s black and white, striped fur coat and 
brought it to her, obediently. Once the coat was on her back, it 
barely reached the ground, due to Lady Melanie’s tallness. She did a 
slight twirl back to Brooke — “You may go home now” she said. 
Without hesitation, she took off towards the club exit, as security 
guards followed her closely behind. This was the life Brooke was 
living. It was easy for her friends to believe she was the star of this 
story. The star, however, was Lady Melanie, and Brooke was simply 
her secretary. No one needed to know. Least of all her friends. She 
walked slowly towards the exit and quickly stepped foot onto one of 
the busy New York streets. Bursting with people, lights everywhere 
and busy traffic - Brooke manoeuvred her way through crowds. 


People were out drinking, socialising. Most were shopping by the 
looks of things. Brooke immediately made a quick turn and headed 
down a small back street. It was quieter and shrouded in darkness. 
Only a couple of lights were scattered down this street. She arrived 
at stone steps, which lead all the way up to a tall, large building. 
This was her home. She walked up the steps and pressed a small 
key on an electrical box beside the door. There was a buzzing noise, 
and suddenly the door opened. Corridors upon corridors of green 
carpet and yellow wallpaper, Brooke paced frantically towards her 
own room. As she arrived, she placed a key in the lock and opened 
the door. 


The apartment was small. With just a bed by the main window, 
which was immediately greeted with a kitchenette beside it. In the 
middle of the room was a table with two chairs. Two doors were 
located beside each other. One lead to a tiny bathroom, the other to 
the only closet space that Brooke could afford. Located on the bed 
by the window, was Stavos. Tanned skinned and handsome, 
whenever Brooke saw him, he always looked his best. He never 
failed to make her smile. “Hey” she said weakly. Stavos smiled and 
sat up on the bed. Brooke leaned down and gave him a kiss on the 
lips, before leaning on his stomach as he continued typing on his 


laptop. “How was work?” he asked. Brooke couldn’t bring herself to 
give him the truth at this point. “It was fine, the usual scenario, you 
know?” she responded as she circled her index finger around his 
arm. “No nightclubs, right?” asked Stavos. There it was. Brooke 
didn’t want to lie to him. But she knew what was coming. “I had to, 
she had me waiting around for her all night” said Brooke, irritated 
at the thought of Lady Melanie. Stavos looked angry suddenly. 
“Babe, I thought we spoke about this?” he said. Stavos wasn’t fond 
of Brooke’s involvement in nightclubs. Every time she’d attended 
one, some random guy had attempted to try his luck with her. The 
drunk fools were always the worst. She hated going. But she 
couldn’t say no. 


“Do you think I want to go? I hate going to those places” she said, 
also agitated. Stavos closed his laptop. “I can’t protect you from 
people out there. A girl was attacked on a subway train only last 
week” said Stavos. “I know” responded Brooke. “I just can’t say no 
to her” she said, looking down at the floor. “We need the money” 
she said weakly. Stavos closed his eyes for a moment. He felt guilty. 
He was trying so hard to make his graphic designs sell, but every 
time he got somewhere, something would stop it from happening. 
Luck just wasn’t on his side. On their side in fact. “I know, but I’m 
trying my best” he responded. Brooke got to her feet. “Are you?” 
she said, annoyed. She walked towards the kitchenette and begun 
searching through the refrigerator. “What’s that supposed to 
mean?” he demanded. Brooke turned around to engage in this 
conversation. She was angry. It wasn’t his fault, but then again, part 
of her blamed him. “You could work another job whilst you’re 
trying to make this graphic thing work” she said. 


“Because it’s that easy” said Stavos sarcastically. Brooke turned 
back around and continued to search through the contents of their 
refrigerator — “No, it probably isn’t” she said. She turned around, 
rage filling her face and her thoughts. “But all Pm saying is, right 
now, we can’t even afford milk to put over our cereal” she barked, 
just as she kicked the refrigerator door shut. He stared at her 
blankly - “Well who’s idea was it to come to New York in the first 
place?” he asked, calmly. It was Brooke’s. Every time they argued, 
he reminded her of this. She took a moment to stare at him. Regret 
filled his face. She walked to the bathroom and slammed the door 


shut. 


Stavos got to his feet and stepped in front of the door. He tapped 
onto the door gently — “Brooke?” he said softly. From inside, Brooke 
ran the tap so he couldn’t hear her. She’d broken. Tears filled her 
eyes and she glared at her reflection. Gone was the Brooke Maddox 
of Lakewood. She was long dead. She no longer recognised herself 
anymore. She hated what she’d become. She missed her dad. She 
missed her mom. More than ever, she missed her friends. She sat 
herself on the toilet and brought her legs up towards her face. She 
begun sobbing into her knees, as the tap continued running, 
stopping Stavos from hearing. 
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The Lakewood police station was silent. Very few were currently in 
the station, except a receptionist, who was quietly eating a 
doughnut whilst watching YouTube shorts on his phone. All the 
offices were in darkness, except for one. The office of Sheriff Miguel 
Acosta. Miguel’s office seemed more disrupted than it did earlier in 
the day. He sipped his coffee, just as he continued observing the 
police report he had previously filled in on Maggie Duval’s death. 
Miguel slumped back in his chair for a moment and placed his 
hands over his face. He let out a long sigh — everything was starting 
to get on top of him. As he relaxed, he glanced towards Gina 
McLane’s crime scene photos from 24 hours ago and was suddenly 
hit with a realisation. It hit Miguel like a bolt out of the blue. He 
leaned forward and grabbed the photo and begun scanning it. 
Gina’s body was propped back on her sofa. Her arms were spread 
across the sofa back and her head was tilted 80 degrees to the left. 
Miguel slammed the photo down and shot to his feet. He left his 
office and paced towards the crime reports office. As he let himself 
in, he switched the light on and opened a filing cabinet. He pulled 
out a folder titled ‘Crime Reports from 1994’. Miguel carried the 
folder back to his desk in his own office and begun searching 
through the case files. He remained stood over the desk as he 
searched the files. 


After some brief time spent searching, he discovered what he was 
looking for. A photograph taken from the murders committed on 
Halloween night in 1994. He held it up — photographed in history, a 


young boy was coated in blood and propped up on a sofa. His arms 
were spread across the sofa back and his head was tilted 80 degrees 
to the left. “Shit” muttered Miguel. He had a breakthrough. He 
compared the photo to Gina’s crime scene pictures and immediately 
recognised the match. Jotted in the lower corner of the 1994 
photograph was the code ‘N342’. Miguel opened the folder and 
pulled out the paperwork. He scanned the report and immediately 
found the context for the code. He began reading aloud — “N342 
shows Michael Ainsworth. Autopsy report confirmed he was the third 
victim...” — this was it. Whoever this was, had displayed Gina in this 
manner because he was following the 1994 pattern. But what was 
the significance of it? He realised that Gina was indeed this culprit's 
third victim so far. Kieran and Maggie were the first two. This was a 
breakthrough. 


“Ring, Ring” interrupted Miguel’s thoughts. He pulled out his cell 
phone - ‘Unknown Number calling’. Miguel felt a cold shiver of 
dread. He answered. “Hello?” - understanding completely who this 
likely was. 


“Hello Sheriff Acosta, working late?” spoke the voice. Sinister and 
menacing. The sound sent a shiver down Miguel’s back. “I had a 
feeling you’d be watching me” responded Miguel, as he glanced 
towards the office window. “Oh, I’ve been watching you for some 
time” replied the voice. “From your teenage years, all the way to your 
current activities, Sheriff” it concluded. Miguel headed towards his 
desk drawer and immediately placed the case files inside, locking it 
firmly shut. “Who is this?” he responded. “I’m the Lakewood Slasher. 
I’m the real Brandon James” confirmed the voice. Miguel smiled 
mockingly. He reached for his hand gun and held it firmly in his 
hand. “Brandon James is dead” confirmed Miguel. “Is he now?” 
questioned the voice. Miguel gets to his feet and walked slowly 
towards his office doorway. “Yep, he was shot dead by the 
authorities in 1994” responds Miguel, confidently. “So that wasn’t 
you that helped him climb out of the water with Maggie Duval back in 
1994 right?” asked the voice. 


Miguel stopped dead in his tracks. How did this person know? No 
one knew. Except Emma and Maggie. How did this person know? 
“What?” was all Miguel could respond with. “Oh, you shouldn’t have 


done that, Sheriff Acosta. Brandon James was a cold-blooded killer” the 
voice replied. “No, Brandon was my friend. Maggie’s friend” Miguel 
stated as he stepped out into the corridor. “Is that right?” questioned 
the voice. “Yeah, because what you and the rest of this town don’t 
know, is that after the dance in 1994, Brandon was with me and 
Troy at the movies” Miguel confirmed as he walks slowly passed 
numerous darkened offices. “And if you truly want to know, I have 
evidence to prove that he wasn't fucking there when those killings 
happened” spat Miguel. Angry, but relieved he could finally say it 
out loud — Miguel waited a moment to hear the response of his 
caller. The line however, ended abruptly. 


BANG - echoed from one of the darkened offices behind Miguel. He 
spun around, gun pointed forward. Miguel moved closer and closer 
to the darkened room. He slowly placed his hand on the handle, 
abruptly pushed it open and turned on the office light. He scanned 
frantically. Shaking and clinging onto his gun for comfort. Nothing. 
Maybe it came from the next one? Miguel switched his focus 
towards the next, darkened office. He moved closer towards it. 'The 
fucker's gonna to jump out any moment' he thought to himself. The 
thought made his hands shake all the more. His hand gun was 
rocking slightly in the air as he approached the next door. THUD 
came from inside the room. It occurred again, and then again. 
Continuous. Miguel took a deep breath. He remembered one fact — 
‘no one has survived this fucker yet’. He placed his hand on the door 
handle — in one deep breath, he pushed it open and switched on the 
lights. He frantically searched around the locker room before him. 
Nothing. Except the thudding noise caused by the wind banging the 
open window against the brick wall in the room. BANG echoed 
once again, only this time, Miguel was sure it came from the office 
next door. 


He rushed back into the corridor and held his gun forward. At this 
point, he was eager to discover who this was. Slightly more 
confident — he opened the door and quickly switched on the light — 
only to be greeted...by the Ghost-like figure. Stood tall in the room 
and imposing. Shocked at the sight of it - Miguel felt his jaw drop 
open. The room was almost empty. No one had occupied it for 
years. As soon as Miguel saw him, the reaper lifted its hand up and 
shattered the light bulb in its gloved hands. Causing a blackout 


once again. Miguel backed away fast, just as the Brandon James 
mask emerged from the darkness and ran towards him. Miguel let 
off a gunshot in panic, but acknowledged instantly that his aim was 
too frantic to have come remotely close to hitting it. The figure 
tackled Miguel to the ground, causing the gun to spin from his 
reach and out of sight. Miguel had trained for this - he knew how 
to defend himself. He immediately grabbed the knife-hand of his 
attacker and attempted to wrestle it from it's gloved hand. The 
struggle and frustration hit Miguel in waves. He couldn't seem to 
get the better of whoever this was. The mask hovered over him - 
those soulless eyes penetrating Miguel’s soul. Staring into his very 
being. It was in this moment, Miguel used a well-known tactic. He 
head-butted the mask, causing the killer to fall backwards. Miguel 
jumps to his feet, with one destination in mind — the station alarm. 


He reached up and pressed it, causing the red sirens to blare 
through the station. From various points of the building, police 
officers suddenly scrambled into action, as they begun racing down 
the building's corridors towards the alarm's location. Miguel, 
however, swiftly turned to see — his attacker was gone. 'Likely hiding' 
- he thought. Miguel remained perfectly still. He was unsure of his 
next move, but he quickly scanned the floor for his gun. Just as he 
took two steps forward, the doors ahead burst open, and two 
officers rushed in. Officers Danielle Carney and Dylan Wood. Both 
rookies. Miguel almost feared for them. He felt no safer with their 
presence. “What’s going on, Sheriff?” shouted Dylan. They both had 
their guns pointed forward and scanned everywhere in sight to see 
what had caused the commotion. “The killer is here” confirmed 
Miguel. Both begun searching slowly. All the rooms were now 
covered in light. Miguel relaxed a little and walked towards 
Danielle. “Head back to reception and let everybody else know that 
he’s in here” he ordered. Danielle nodded and paced back down the 
corridor. As she opened the door ahead, a gut-wrenching scream 
echoed the room. Miguel and Dylan looked on, as Danielle stood 
firmly still. She didn’t move. Not one step. Miguel walked closely 
towards her — “Officer Carney?” he shouted. It was only as he got 
closer, he could see the small knife point penetrating through the 
back of her head towards himself and Dylan. 


Dylan fired shots ahead, just as the reaper emerged from behind 


Danielle’s hanging body. It removed the knife from her skull and 
her now-lifeless body collapsed to the ground. Dylan fired another 
shot and missed. Miguel watched as Dylan continued to fail his 
gunshots towards the killer. The killer stalked forward. Frustrated 
with Dylan’s lack of aim, Miguel grabbed the gun from him and 
aimed it forward. Just as he attempted to the pull the trigger — 
Click! Click! — the gun was empty. With the killer fast approaching, 
they backed away. Suddenly, the killer throwed it's knife to the 
ground and pulled Miguel’s handgun from it's robes. It aimed the 
gun forward and shot one solid shot towards Dylan, which 
penetrated his skull, killing him instantly. Before Miguel can 
process what happened, the killer shoot one of his kneecaps, 
causing him to yell in pain as he collapsed to the ground. Pain 
rushed through Miguel’s leg. He held onto his knee, contemplating 
his next move. Blood poured from the bullet wound. He begun 
taking deep breaths and attempted to limp out of the way of his 
attacker. He quickly jumped to his feet and rushed towards his 
office door. As he turned, BANG, BANG - echoed the room. Miguel 
fell to the ground. Hitting the floor with force, Miguel eventually 
came to. He wondered for a moment what his attacker had shot. 
Suddenly the pain flooded through his back. He screamed in pain as 
the impact of the bullets hitting his spinal cord finally sunk in. He 
frantically tried to hold onto his back, just as he felt the dark 
shadow of the ghost-like reaper standing over him. The doors ahead 
burst open, and two more officers rushed in with guns pointed 
forward. Miguel couldn’t recognise who they were. All he could feel 
was pain. Piercing, stabbing, agonising pain. BANG, BANG echoed 
the room once again, as both officers collapsed to the ground. 


Everything was blurred for Miguel. He couldn't see. Couldn't move. 
Couldn't think of anything but the pain. He wanted it to stop. He 
wanted to die. It was too much. The pain was too much. He’d give 
anything. Anything if the pain would just go away. The shadow 
moved above him and with one final - BANG - Miguel was lifeless. 
Blood poured from the bullet-shaped hole in his head. Sheriff 
Acosta was dead. The ghost-like figure tilted it's head slightly, as it 
took a moment to admire it's work. It took a few steps back and 
picked up the knife it threw away. It returned to Miguel’s corpse 
and leant down over him. With the knife in hand, it pressed it 
against Miguel’s neck and begun cutting. Hacking away at what was 


now, Miguel’s lifeless corpse. Blood flooded the floor. Flesh pieces 
begun scattering the ground. Eventually, Miguel's head separated 
from his body. Dripping blood back onto the ground. The reaper 
clenched it's fist over Miguel's hair and took a moment to look 
down at the masterpiece it had created. In one swift movement, it 
carried the head in it's hand and walked towards the corridor exit. 
Leaving the massacred bodies of several police officers and a station 
in turmoil behind. 
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Anticipation was killing Audrey. She sat on her father’s comfortable 
sofa and continued staring at her cell phone. Her Dad had 
attempted to cheer her up by watching some comedy show on TV. 
A comedy show he seemed fully engrossed in. Audrey may have 
been staring blankly at the TV, but her mind was at work. Sadness, 
regret, and a large amount of guilt swirled around in her stomach. 
She felt sick. Especially when thoughts of Gina flooded her mind. 
She was a terrible girlfriend. She’d let the only person she’d every 
truly loved down. Worse. She’d gotten her killed. She desperately 
wanted to see one of her friends again. Emma. Brooke. Noah more 
than ever, although she often felt disappointed about how her 
friendship with Noah had slowly fallen apart since their departure 
from Lakewood. She’d hoped to stay in touch with him more than 
the rest, but the constant calls and shift in tones between each other 
whenever they spoke, left them both feeling like maybe their 
friendship was now at an end. Noah had changed - at least, that’s 
how Audrey felt. Maybe she had too? At the moment she had no 
time for self-reflection. 


A police officer was situated outside of her father's home, whom she 
had been assured would remain there as long as she needed them. 
She never felt more vulnerable. She wanted to leave Lakewood. She 
shouldn’t have come back. Maybe Gina would still be alive. Her 
thoughts were interrupted by her father’s movement. He picked up 
his coffee mug and walked into the kitchen. Audrey focused on the 
comedy show for a moment. It was ‘Friends’. She hated it. She’d 


never found any part of the show funny. She remembered sharing 
this opinion with Gina. They both had very similar taste in movies. 
Except Gina’s occasional love for horror movies. Audrey remained 
as far away from horror as she could. Not because she was scared. 
Not because she’d heard references and monologues from Noah 
over the past years. But because nothing in movies seemed real 
anymore. Her own experiences were real. Those scared her the 
most. Her thoughts were once again interrupted by the vibration of 
her cell phone. She looked down and was hit with a familiar sense 
of dread. ‘Unknown number calling’ was all she saw from her phone 
screen. 


It was all too familiar. She’d spent two years of her life dreading 
those three words on her phone screen. Audrey knew who this was. 
She got to her feet and immediately answered the phone. “Hello?” 
she said quietly. 

“Hello Audrey, remember me?” replied the voice. The same voice she 
heard for the first time in 2015. The same voice that stalked her 
phone calls in 2016 too. “Listen you son of a bitch...” begun 
Audrey, firmly. “You may think I’m going to let it slide what you 
did to Gina, but I’m ready for you” she concluded, confidently. 
She’d spent the day afraid. But now she was talking to this person, 
the fear had gone. Audrey was ready for him. If he wanted a fight. 
She was ready. “You’re the one who brought Gina back to town. Her 
blood is on your hands” replied the voice. Sinister and mocking. 
“What do you want from me?” she demanded. Audrey hadn’t 
noticed, but her father had stepped back into the living room. His 
movements caught her eye and spun around. ‘Who is it?’ he 
mouthed at her. Audrey immediately placed her caller on 
loudspeaker. “You’re next Audrey. Nothing can save you, or the rest of 
the Lakewood Six. Or should it be the Lakewood Five now?” he 
mocked. Rage filled Audrey. “You bastard” she roared down the 
phone. “Sheriff Acosta learned the hard way — there’s nothing that will 
stop me. All of you will die” the voice continued. A sudden panic fell 
over Audrey. 


“What about Sheriff Acosta?” she asked. Her expression had 
changed. Howard stood near the phone with his arms firmly 
crossed, as though he was solving a difficult puzzle. “Oh he’s dead, 
there’s a major incident at the police station” begun the voice once 


again. Audrey made direct eye contact with her father. He rushed 
towards the front window and opened the curtains. The police car 
and the officer was gone. He turned back around and shook his 
head at Audrey, confirming her worse fear. 


“Why did you kill Kieran?” asked Audrey. A question she had 
wondered for years. The only question from her life in 2016 that 
she’d never fully understood. “He knew too much. When you know 
too much, you die” spoke the voice. “So, you’re gonna kill me? Well 
come on then. At this point, I’m just about ready for you” roared 
Audrey. Her Dad placed his hand on her shoulder. He was offering 
her comfort. At this point, Audrey appreciated it. “You’ve been 
known to make deals with killers, Audrey” the voice begun. “So, I’m 
prepared to cut a deal...” it continued. Audrey had no intentions of 
dealing with this monster. But she was intrigued. “I’m listening” she 
said. 


“I will let you leave town tonight, if you tell me the location of Emma 
Duval” asked the voice. Audrey knew where Emma was. But she 
wasn’t going to lead the killer straight to her. No way. She loved 
her friend. “Nice try, but if I knew, I’d already be with her right 
now,” said Audrey. She could feel it — her voice was breaking. Her 
anger was slowly decreasing as fear was creeping back into her 
mind. She was in danger. “Final chance Audrey, where is Emma 
Duval?” demanded the voice. Audrey stared at her dad for a 
moment. This decision may get her killed. An act that will lead to 
her death. 

“T already told you; I don’t know where she is” said Audrey, firmly. 
Howard immediately stared towards the phone. As though he 
expected the killer to come climbing through it. The killer didn’t 
respond. Audrey held her breath for a moment. The call ended. 


Panic instantly sunk in. She glanced at her dad, who wrapped his 
arms around her. “My girl, we can’t stay here” he said to her, tears 
filling his eyes. Audrey stepped out of her dad’s arms and looked 
him firmly in the eyes — “What do you mean?” she asked. He wiped 
the tears falling down his face. “We're leaving, it’s not safe here” he 
said. He placed his hands on Audrey’s shoulders. “If you stay here, 
you're going to end up dead. I won’t let that happen” he said firmly. 
Audrey nodded, she agreed. She constantly felt like she was on 


borrowed time. “Ill get my things” he said, as he rushed off to his 
bedroom. Audrey contemplated everything — this killer was looking 
for Emma. Whoever this was, wasn’t going to stop until he found 
her. She desperately wanted to call her friend. To warn her. She 
wasn’t sure if Noah would have informed her yet. She spared a 
thought for her father, who hadn’t always been supportive, but in 
her current hour of need, he was there for her more than ever. She 
took a deep breath and quickly put her coat on. She didn’t need 
anything. She just wanted to go. 


She took one step into the small corridor of her father’s home and 
looked up the stairs. Everything was silent. Too silent. She listened 
for movement. Nothing. Audrey placed one foot on the first step of 
the staircase. She leaned forward with some hope of seeing her 
dad’s shadow in his bedroom. The staircase and landing upstairs 
was in total darkness. Howard’s room, however, was lit up. “Dad?” 
called Audrey. Nothing. No sound. No movement. Suddenly that 
feeling of dread filled her stomach again. She reclined from the 
stairs for a moment. Should she run for it? What if her dad needed 
her? Her thoughts raced. Suddenly, she saw a shadow stood at the 
top of the stairs. Audrey’s gaze was fixed firmly as the shadow 
begun walking down. Emerging into the light, was her dad. She 
breathed a sigh of relief. “Sorry kiddo. I have everything” he said. 
Audrey didn’t want to inform her father of the immense stress he’d 
just caused her. She just wanted to leave. He begun switching off 
the house lights and the television before he opened the front door. 


They both stepped out onto the porch. Audrey saw for herself — 
there was no police officer in sight. Howard locked the front door 
and begun scanning the suburban street that surrounded himself 
and his daughter. He placed his hand on Audrey’s shoulder and 
gestured towards his car, which was parked up on his driveway. He 
unlocked it and Audrey immediately opened the door. Just as she 
sat herself in the passenger seat, headlights flooded the street. 
Howard watched on as several police cars stopped outside his 
house. Audrey noticed them arriving too, prompting her to exit the 
vehicle. Several police officers approached Howard, just as he 
placed his arm around Audrey’s shoulder. “Is there a problem 
here?” he asked. Stepping forward was Miguel’s right-hand man, 
Deputy Olivier. “If you could step aside, Mr Jensen” he requested. 


Howard separated from his daughter. Deputy Olivier addressed 
Audrey, just as two officers appeared behind him. “Audrey Jensen, 
I’m placing you under arrest” spoke the deputy. Before she could 
react, the officers begun handcuffing Audrey. “No, you’ve gotten 
this wrong,” shouted Howard. He stood in front of Olivier, just as 
the police officers begun escorting Audrey to a police car. As she 
was walked away from her father, she could hear him yelling at 
whoever would listen. “She’s a victim here” was something she 
heard him say. Followed by “why don’t you catch the real killer”. 
Audrey admired her father’s argument, but at this point, she’d truly 
given up. As the police car door shut behind her, it finally occurred 
to Audrey — this was it. If she was going to die, she hoped the killer 
would just get on with it. She hoped whoever this was, they’d put 
her out of her misery as quick as possible. Her strength to fight was 
gone. She’d lost everything. What did she have to fight for 
anymore? 
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It had been five whole years since detective Lorraine Brock had set 
foot in Lakewood. She was called in to personally investigate a 
series of murders that took place in 2015. Her time on the case was 
brief, but she continued to have a burning feeling in her stomach 
that her old friend, Clark Hudson, was in way over his head. 
Unfortunately, she ended up being right and Clark was murdered 
that very year. Lorraine had purposely avoided Lakewood and the 
notoriety of the Brandon James murder cases that came before and 
after the events of 2015, but it seemed that whatever she started 
back then wasn’t over. Neither was her job. Lorraine drove through 
the isolated streets of Lakewood. She’d received copies of every 
single case file you could imagine on the Brandon James murders, 
including those she filled out herself. For the most part, she was 
quite clued up on the events. She understood that Brandon went on 
a violent killing spree in 1994. She had read the full report of how 
his daughter, Piper Shaw, was responsible for the stalking of Emma 
Duval and the series of murders that took place in 2015. She also, 
regrettably, understood that Emma’s boyfriend was also an 
accomplice of Piper and had orchestrated his own killing spree in 
2016. Adding to all this, she knew everything that had transpired 
since. Kieran’s courthouse death; the discovery of Maggie Duval’s 
body; the disappearance of Emma, and all of her friends that were 
survivors of the previous year’s events. 


And now, another Sheriff had been murdered in Lakewood. Luckily 
for her, she’d been nearby when she received a call from Jim Lynch 


— her boss and police chief. He knew she’d had experience working 
on the Lakewood case before and specifically asked for her to pick 
up where Sheriff Miguel Acosta left off in his investigation. Her 
friendship with Jim was based entirely on their profession. Jim was 
an old-timer when it came to the job, but he couldn’t deny the 
success that Lorraine had when it came to solving some of the most 
intense crimes. The only reason she was removed from the 
Lakewood case in 2015 was because Clark Hudson insisted that he 
be given the chance to identify the culprit himself. To which 
Lorraine fully supported. She always believed, however, that the 
tangled web of lies surrounding the case were likely too 
complicated to work out for Clark. Clark, who she always saw as a 
simple, ‘what I see in front of me is all that matters’ type of person. 
With a case like this, Lorraine knew it meant thinking outside of the 
box. 

The moon from the night sky seemed so peaceful over Lakewood. 
Everything was quiet. It was as though the entire town had been 
abandoned. Or that the locals had fled in fear. She drove towards 
the police station, where the peace abruptly came to an end. Chaos 
was ahead. 


People stood on the corner of the street, observing the station itself. 
Police cars were scattered around the building’s entrance. 
Ambulances were parked outside. The street was glowing due to the 
reflective flashes of red and blue from the vehicles. Lorraine parked 
up and immediately exited her car. She wore a long grey coat, 
sported blue jeans and a black shirt. Her long wavy brown hair 
bounced as she walked towards the station and through the crowds 
of people ahead. A male police officer placed his hand up in the air, 
in a way to stop Lorraine’s movements. “Ma’am, this is a crime 
scene, please can you take a step back” he requested. Lorraine 
pulled out her detective badge and held it up, prompting the officer 
to drop his hand. “Detective Lorraine Brock, I’m personally taking 
over this case” she explained. The officer gestured her to step 
forward. As she glanced inside the doorway, she saw smashed 
window glass; forensic analysts hard at work and a series of police 
officers, who were making statements by the doorway. 

“T didn’t realise you’d be here” said the police officer to Lorraine. 
She continued to observe the area, whilst also making direct eye 
contact with some of the gathered residents of Lakewood. “Yes, I’ve 


been informed of the situation here” she explained. 


“So what happens next?” asked the officer. Lorraine continued to 
glance towards the residents, as she begun speaking once again — 
“There’s only one solution”. The officer listened to her every word. 
“I want every resident to return to their homes - this town is now 
officially on lockdown” she declared. She stared back at the officer, 
which prompted him to nod in agreement. He raised his arms in the 
air and begun addressing the residents — “Residents of Lakewood — 
by order of Detective Brock, all of you must return to your homes.” 
The residents looked on, some shouted angrily at the officer’s 
requests. “As of this very moment, Lakewood is officially on 
lockdown” he declared. He gestured towards some of his colleagues, 
prompting them to move towards the crowds to escort them all 
back to their homes. 


As the officers begun escorting the resident’s home, Lorraine had 
slipped into a white forensic outfit. She walked through the door of 
the police station and observed the forensic investigation. Several 
analysts were taking fingerprint samples from the reception desk. 
Blood stained the receptionists chair, indicating somebody had been 
murdered, but had recently been moved. Lorraine continued 
through the station; passing more forensic work and blood stains as 
she made for Sheriff Miguel’s office. As she arrived at the corridor 
that led to the offices, she was greeted with the busiest room in the 
station. Forensics continued their work. Three bodies were laid out 
ahead, with white sheets placed over them. Lorraine recognised the 
Sheriff's office instantly. She stepped in the doorway and took in 
her surroundings for a moment. A forensic analyser stepped out just 
as she arrived, leaving her alone. The room was quite messy. But it 
was difficult to tell if it had been tampered with. Miguel Acosta’s 
desk was full of paperwork and files. She was more startled, 
however, to discover something she was sure wasn’t Miguel’s doing. 
She turned her head to the right and moved closer. A hunter’s knife 
was stabbed directly into the wooden panel on the wall. The knife 
penetrated a map. Lorraine squinted her eyes as she observed the 
map. The knife was pressed on a specific location. A location in 
Lakewood. ‘What are you trying to tell us here?’ she thought. It was 
obvious. This killer was hoping to lead them somewhere. But to 
where? To whom? Lorraine had never stepped away from a case on 


her own terms. But this was one she had to walk away from way 
back in 2015. This case had waited for her. This time, she was 
going to solve it. This time, she was going to put an end to whoever 
was doing this. 
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Mornings were killer for Brooke. From the moment her alarm 
sounded, she was forced to adhere to every request of Lady 
Melanie. She quickly brushed her teeth and headed out into her 
kitchenette. Stavos sat at the kitchen table. He was fully engrossed 
in some artwork. Guilt swirled around in Brooke’s stomach. This 
always happened whenever she and Stavos fought. Which was quite 
often recently. She grabbed a small bottle of orange juice from the 
fridge and sipped it. 

“I think this new project is really going to help us” he said 
confidently. Brooke turned to face him. His eyes were bloodshot 
red. As though he hadn’t slept all night. 


“Did you get any sleep?” asked Brooke. Stavos looked back down at 
his art. “A little” he said. He held up a sketched drawing of Brooke 
herself, stabbing the Brandon James mask through the forehead. 
Brooke felt disgust fill her stomach. “This is going to help 
because...?” she asked irritably. Stavos glanced at his picture before 
turning it back around towards Brooke. “Because this is a sequel to 
what me and Noah created a few years back” he confidently 
replied. “It’s a continuation of our graphic novel story, only you’re 
the star” he continued, smiling from ear to ear. Brooke took another 
sip of her orange juice. “Interesting” she said uninterestingly. Stavos 
could see his pitch wasn’t hitting the right spot in Brooke. So, he 
got to his feet and took the paper over to her. 

“Don’t you see? When Noah and me made that novel based on 
Kieran and his killings, all the internet kept talking about was you” 


he begun enthusiastically. Brooke felt her irritableness surfacing 
once again. “Well, I thought we could make a spin off with you as 
the lead star?” he continued, still with the same enthusiasm. Brooke 
sipped her juice once again. “How many copies did your last novel 
sell?” she asked sarcastically. Stavos’ enthusiasm deflated 
somewhat. He stared at his artwork. “Not a lot” he said. Brooke 
placed the cap back on her orange juice and grabbed her bag from 
the counter. 


She headed towards the door and glanced back into the apartment — 
“It’s going to take more than your fan fiction to fix this” she said. 
She exited the apartment. Stavos placed his artwork on the table. 
He was proud of it. He had a feeling she wouldn’t go for his idea. 
Ever since they’d moved to New York, he noticed how she had little 
time for anything he was passionate about anymore. He slumped 
into his chair and his mind quickly visited Lakewood. Stavos had 
received a call from Noah about Audrey and Gina’s return to the 
town. He hadn’t told Brooke yet, but his Dad had told him to 
remain away from Lakewood. ‘Under no circumstances do you come 
back’ were Miguel’s exact words. Still, curiosity was circling in 
Stavos’ mind. He opened his phone and attempted to call his dad. 
The phone rang and rang, until eventually he was directed to his 
dad’s voicemail. Stavos ended the call and quickly returned to his 
artwork. 


KKK 


Rain had begun to fall in Newton County. The isolated farmhouse 
where Emma Duvall resided was now completely coated in water, 
as it poured down the rooftops and onto the grass below. The rain 
had little effect on Emma, however, as she was hard at work 
indoors. One punch, followed by another in a continuous rhythm. 
Her hair was tied back, she wore a grey tank top and sweatpants. 
Wrist wrap protected her hands, as she continued throwing punches 
at the punching bag in front of her. Faster and faster — frustration 
and anger poured out of her as she continued throwing strokes at 


the bag. She often had a flash of thoughts in these moments. 
Thoughts of her abusive father; thoughts of her and Kieran’s final 
words to each other. The worst thought of all was of her locked in a 
fight with her half-sister, Piper. Rage would fill Emma. 
Uncontrollable bursts of energy pushed her to continue hitting the 
bag ahead, as though she were punching her problems as they 
arrived in her mind. 


She eventually stopped her workout and headed for a shower. 
Emerging from her bedroom, she was now dressed for work in her 
usual black blazer attire. She collected her bag and headed 
downstairs. As she arrived in the kitchen, she begun her usual 
morning routine. She fixed herself some lunch, made herself a 
coffee and filled up her cat’s bowl with fresh milk. As Emma went 
to fill the bowl however, she was startled to find it already full. This 
wasn’t like Jesse. Since she took him in, she noticed how nocturnal 
he was. He would guzzle all his milk through the night, until the 
contents were completely empty by morning. Emma made kissing 
sounds in the hopes of prompting his arrival. “Jesse?” she shouted 
through the house. She quickly looked in the living room, then 
through to the corridor — nothing. “Jesse?” she continued. She 
continued making kissing noises. “Here, kitty” she prompted. 
Nothing. Perhaps he had gone out? Maybe the rain had prevented 
him from coming home last night? Emma couldn’t exactly 
remember letting him out. Either way, she was likely going to be 
late for work. She returned the milk to the refrigerator, grabbed her 
bag and umbrella, and headed to the car. 


Had Emma listened to her radio that morning, she’d have been 
greeted with the breaking news that a small town in Louisianna 
named Lakewood had been forced into lockdown, due to a series of 
serious incidents. The news begun spreading across various parts of 
America, as more police enforcement officers were dispatched to 
support the investigation that was currently at hand. At the 
Lakewood police station, all the remaining officers had been 
gathered inside a meeting room. Boringly decorated, the room was 
home to a large table and one single desk ahead, where the meeting 
addressee would address the officers. The addressee today, was 
Lorraine Brock. Dressed in a simple white shirt and a grey skirt. She 
stood and overlooked her fellow officers. “Thank you all for 


coming, I understand feelings are quite high over this current 
situation” she said compassionately. “What we are dealing with 
here, is a very intelligent, cunning and manipulative individual” she 
continued. “The culprit seemingly lures the victims in by a phone 
conversation, panics them and then murders them swiftly without 
mercy”. The officers listened carefully. “Based on evidence that the 
former Sheriff Miguel Acosta gathered, it appears that this culprit 
may be somehow connected to events that transpired in this same 
town in 1994” Lorraine continued. “Sheriff Acosta identified that 
the bodies of the victims this particular culprit has committed have 
followed a specific pattern. A pattern that connects the victims by 
how they are presented visually at their crime scenes” states 
Lorraine. 


Officer Olivier glanced down at the floor as Lorraine spoke. “The 
current hypothesis is that this culprit is targeting the former 
teenagers who were involved in the Lakewood attacks that 
transpired between 2015 and 2016” stated Lorraine. “We currently 
have one of those survivors in custody for her own protection” she 
continued. “I thought Miss Jensen was a suspect?” asked officer 
Olivier. Lorraine turned and made direct eye contact with him — 
“There is no substantial evidence to suggest that Miss Jensen was 
responsible for these attacks”. Lorraine then continued to address 
the room - “It’s my personal belief that the killer believes that 
they’re holding all the cards at this moment. The lack of knowledge 
on any conversations between the culprit and the victims are 
proving to be problematic for the investigation, however, Miss 
Jensen has provided some insight into what the victims likely had 
to endure before their deaths...” 


“The culprit presents a male voice throughout the phone calls. He is 
manipulative and devious with his choice of presentation. He draws 
in the victim, plays on their insecurities, and appears to provide 
them with a lifeline to save themselves. Presented through deals, or 
specifically through their own desire to want to get to safety from 
his grasps. From the moment the calls take place, the victims are 
completely under his control. Aside from Miss Jensen, none of his 
current victims have survived an attack so far” continues Lorraine. 
“This investigation will require all our best efforts if we have any 
hopes of catching this culprit. I want it understood that despite 


what is stated in this room, this killer must believe that we are 
always onto them. No matter what problems we face in this 
investigation, it’s time to turn the tables on this person and bring 
justice for the victims and protection for those that may be targeted 
next” concluded Lorraine. 


The meeting ended and many of the officers returned to their 
workstations. As Lorraine arrived back at her office, she was 
followed closely by Officer Olivier. “I wanted to quickly inform you; 
we have identified the location of the area that the knife pointed 
to” he said. Lorraine eagerly awaited Olivier’s continuation. “It’s an 
old train station on the outskirts of Lakewood. It’s not been in 
operation since the early eighties” he informed her. Lorraine 
nodded — “Get some officers up there and make sure the entire area 
is searched thoroughly” she demanded. Olivier nodded and exited 
the office abruptly. 


KKK 


The old train station in Lakewood had been abandoned for many 
years. There was a major incident in 1982 which resulted in the 
collision of two train carts. Following a thorough inspection, the 
building and the track were deemed unsafe. It was closed and has 
remained abandoned ever since. Currently speaking, the beautifully 
crafted glass rooftop covering the entire station was now completely 
shattered into pieces. The contents of the glass roof now decorated 
the floor beneath it. The train carts were rusty and coated in 
cobwebs. Benches were broken into pieces; large amounts of rubble 
were scattered across the platforms. Trees and plants had begun 
claiming the building back following its abandonment. They 
continued to grow wherever nature would allow them. It had been 
years since the building had seen any kind of activity, but that was 
about to change. A police car arrived outside the entrance to the 
train station. Two male police officers stepped forward towards the 
doorway. Both each had a gun and torch in hand, ready to 
investigate the building. 


Officer Thomas Patton had barely rested from his late night at the 
station. He had been called into work following Sheriff Miguel 
Acosta’s death and hadn’t even slept yet. He was mid-30s, tanned 
and wore a determined expression on his face. The same couldn’t be 
said for his partner, Officer Dean Hughes. Dean was new to the job. 
In fact, he only started a week ago and felt the rush and activity on 
what was originally described as a ‘quiet town’ was somewhat 
overwhelming. He was 24 years old; shorter than Thomas and 
wasn’t as lean. His glasses were crooked on his face, but with 
Thomas’ perfect stance holding the handgun, Dean felt adjusting 
them would somehow affect how great he looked. 

They both walked slowly down the long, stone steps into the 
underground of the train station. “What are we supposed to be 
looking for?” asked Dean. Thomas was focused and determined — 
“Anything that looks out of place” responded Thomas. The pair 
arrive at a large platform. The damage to the building was 
unbelievable. Glass coated the platform floor, and the trains were 
powerless. The pair continued looking around — guns pointed 
forward. Various birds begun scattering at the sight of people. 
“What happened to this place?” asked Dean. Thomas never broke 
his concentration. “Sometime in ’82, they had an incident. Two 
carts collided and a bunch of people died” he said 
unenthusiastically. “When they investigated, it turned out that the 
carts and tracks were unsafe” he continued. “Eventually, whole 
place was closed down” he concluded. 


Dean glanced at the carts. They were in bad shape. All the windows 
were smashed. “You take a look in one of the carts, lIl go continue 
down the platform” ordered Thomas. Dean reluctantly headed 
towards one of the carts. He placed his foot on the doorway for a 
moment. He couldn’t help but feel the cart may collapse under his 
weight. He pressed down hard. Luckily, it seemed quite secure. He 
stepped into the cart and begun searching. Rotting and torn apart, 
the train looked like it had seen it's fair share of fire a few times. He 
looked in every seat for something. Anything. Aside from the rustic 
look of the train cart, there was nothing notable here. He exited 
back onto the platform and was greeted by Thomas. “I’ve found 
something” he said. “What is it?” asked Dean. Thomas gestured him 
to follow. They walked further down the platform and halted at a 


bench. Possibly the only bench that remained intact. 


“This is the first thing I found” informed Thomas. Dean leaned 
down and observed what he was seeing. It was an old sleeping bag. 
It was in the worst state possible. It hung over the bench as though 
it was once somebodies’ bed long ago. Dean noticed several empty 
soda cans scattered beneath it. "Probably somebody homeless" he 
said as his sight returned to Thomas. Thomas walked away and lead 
Dean towards his next discovery. They approached an electrical 
room of some sort. A rustic door sealed the room shut from the 
outside. Dean observed but failed to understand the significance. 
“What are we looking at?” he asked. “Smell it,” said Thomas. 
Confusion came over Dean like a wave. “What do you mean?” he 
asked. Thomas nodded at the door. Dean leaned in and took a small 
whiff of air through his nose. It flooded his senses like nothing 
before. The stench. It smelt like something had gone bad inside. 
Like something had rotted. Thomas began pulling at the 
doorhandle. “It’s sealed, I need your help” he said. Dean gripped 
onto the doorhandle with Thomas and the pair began pulling. Dean 
put all his strength into opening the door. He pulled and pulled 
with all his might. Thomas followed suit. Eventually the door burst 
open. 


It hit them both. Knocking them backwards. The smell of something 
rotting overwhelmed their senses. They both begun holding their 
noses in protection. Dean felt what he smelt earlier was just a taster 
for what was to come. This was like nothing he’d ever smelt before. 
As he glanced back towards the door, the culprit was identified. 
Laid slumped beside the electrical panel was a corpse. An old, 
rotting corpse. Dressed in clothes, the corpse was now skinless, 
aside from the remains of the rotting flesh that continued to hang 
onto the body and trapses of blonde hair at the back of its skull. The 
face of the skull appeared to be somewhat deformed. Like it had 
experienced heavy trauma before it died. Thomas rushed away and 
grabbed hold of his radio. Dean continued to take in what he was 
seeing. This corpse had been locked inside the electrical panel 
room. No light, no air - nothing. Whoever this was had died some 
time ago and had been here ever since. 
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Fall had definitely arrived in New York City. Every store front 
window was decorated to mark the occasion. Garlands of all colours 
from orange, yellow and red reminded the passers by of the current 
season. Several were decorated in pumpkins with frightening faces, 
as the countdown to Halloween had officially begun. A diner 
located on 43rd street had fully embraced the season. Cobwebs 
decorated the large sign outside; Halloween props of all kinds made 
up a terrifying scene outside. From ghosts, goblins, and werewolves 
- visitors all took photos as they passed by. Inside one of the 
windows of this particular diner was Stavos Acosta. Dressed in a 
denim jacket and pale blue jeans, he sat and swirled his finger 
around in his drink as he attempted to call his father once again. 
Stavos hadn’t heard from Miguel since yesterday and despite them 
not being on close terms, it was still strange that he didn’t respond 
to Stavos' phone call. Or at least called him back. Stavos ended the 
call abruptly and placed his hands on his face. He let out a deep 
sigh and relaxed back in his chair. The diner was everything you’d 
expect. Straight out of some cheesy television show - checkered 
floors, red aesthetics and waitresses who wore all pink and rolled 
around on rollerblades as they attended to the customers needs. 
Stavos admired this diner the most due to the cheap drinks they 
offered. As he glanced around, he suddenly felt eyes watching him. 


Looking ahead towards the bar, he saw a young girl watching him. 
She was seated with a friend; a friend who was explaining 
something in-depth. The girl’s fixation was on Stavos, however. She 


had long, straight dark brown hair, pale skin, and bright blue eyes. 
She beamed at Stavos for a moment. Understanding that this girl 
was trying to catch his attention, he ignored her smile and glanced 
back at his phone. He didn’t have time for this. He and Brooke may 
be having their issues, but he could never be without her. He 
remembered how he felt when he heard Brooke had been 
propositioned by some guy in a bar whilst she was working - 
jealousy. Like he’d never felt before. He hated to think of her in that 
position. A shadow overlooked him, as he glanced upwards — there 
she was. The dark-haired girl. Now stood over him and beaming 
from ear to ear. 


Stavos couldn’t avoid her gaze now. “You look awful lonely here” 
she spoke in a very strong Mississippi accent. “I’m waiting on my 
fiancée” said Stavos, hoping to prevent any further advances. Quite 
the opposite. She sat down in front of him. “You come here every 
afternoon; I’ve seen you around,” said the girl. Stavos let out a mild 
groan before he responded — “Oh really?” he said. The girl nodded 
playfully. “Someone as handsome as you shouldn’t be alone” she 
added. Stavos leaned forward, prompting her to follow suit. “If I 
was lonely, I wouldn’t need your company” he spat. Suddenly the 
girl’s expression changed from beaming, to downright furious. She 
got to her feet and stormed back to her friend’s table. Stavos got to 
his feet and made his way towards the exit. 


Before he could leave the diner, he was startled by something. A 
familiar sound. A familiar name that prompted him to turn. He 
glanced towards the tiny television situated above the bar and 
walked closely towards it so he could get a clear understanding of 
what was being said. A television presenter was reporting outside a 
police station. A station that was all too familiar to Stavos. 

“Just to repeat, the entire town of Lakewood, Louisianna is currently on 
lockdown following two brutal attacks...” continued the reporter. 
Before Stavos could take any more in, he reached for his phone and 
immediately called his dad. It rang continuously. No answer. A 
worrying feeling hit Stavos’ stomach. As the phone continued to 
ring, the reporter confirmed his worse fears. The feeling of dread 
had found it’s answer instantly. 


“...the death of the town’s Sheriff has prompted the detective now in 


charge of the case to call for an immediate lockdown of the town in 
order to find the culprit...”. It was all in slow motion. Stavos felt his 
hand drop. His phone fell to the floor and smashed. He stared at the 
television. He didn’t blink for a single moment. His father was dead. 
A single tear fell down Stavos’ face as he processed the information. 
A hand touched his shoulder from behind. Numb and unable to feel 
anything physically, Stavos turned slowly. A blonde waitress stood 
beside him. She handed him his phone. “You dropped this, honey” 
she said, before skating away. Stavos held his phone for a moment 
as he stood still, hoping this information would hurry up and sink 
in. Like a bolt of lightning. It hit Stavos. He turned immediately and 
raced out the door. Onto the busy street. He quickly gathered his 
thoughts. There was only one person he needed to find now. The 
only person he knew could make sense of everything. Brooke. He 
needed her. Without hesitation, he raced across the street, ignoring 
the car signals and people shouting at him in frustration. Stavos 
knew where she was, and he didn’t care how he got to her. He just 
needed to. 


KKK 


Being inside Lady Melanie’s jewellery closet was a privilege that 
only very few were given. That’s why Brooke allowed herself to 
appreciate everything before her. She hovered her fingers gently 
over one of the necklaces but avoided touching it directly. As 
though every item in this room was alarmed. The room was simply 
decorated in black and white but housed some very expensive 
looking jewellery items. Necklaces, earrings, bracelets, charms and 
much more. Brooke was living the dream. Or at least, living the 
dream she’d always wanted. Nobody was around except Brooke 
herself. She had one simple task, to collect the heart shaped rings 
that Lady Melanie had requested earlier. But still — no one was 
round. 


Brooke’s gaze was caught by a shining necklace. It was very similar 
to the one her mother used to wear. She remembered it fondly. Her 


memories of her parents weren’t always happy ones, but instead she 
focused on the small details. Like how it felt when she was cradled 
by her mother after she’d had a bad fall. The necklace in Lady 
Melanie’s closet was very similar. It was a small diamond, which 
was held into place by small blue diamonds. Nobody was around. 
Surely, she could just...imagine for a moment? She reached and 
took the necklace from it’s stand and placed it around her neck. The 
clasp connected perfectly. She positioned it and headed towards the 
mirror. Brooke took a long, hard look at her reflection in the mirror. 
To some, it may seem like she was admiring the necklace around 
her neck. However, Brooke was looking at everything but the 
necklace. She saw the hallow expression on her face. A face she no 
longer recognised. The hair she’d cut away because it had become 
too stressful to keep on top of styling and caring for it. Her eyes 
which were now full of sadness. It was as though she was seeing 
herself clearly for the first time in years. She hadn’t been happy 
since she’d been in New York. She wasn’t happy. She didn’t feel like 
herself anymore. She looked down at the ground for a moment, 
hoping to avoid her reflection. Any moment now, she was going to 
return this ridiculous necklace to its rightful place. 


“Excuse me...” barked a voice behind her. Brooke recognised that 
voice instantly. She spun around fast and before she could even 
speak, she was greeted by an angry expression across Lady 
Melanie’s face. “What on earth do you think you’re doing?” she spat 
as she walked towards Brooke. Brooke couldn’t even speak. This 
was it. Her job was over. This was all she had at the moment. She’d 
ruined it. “You can’t just take things without permission, who on 
earth do you think you are?” shouted Lady Melanie, angrily. She 
felt it fill her. She wanted to shout and defend herself, but there was 
no rage left inside Brooke to prompt such an act. It may have been 
bad timing, but the tears just fell from her eyes. She couldn’t 
control it. She sobbed. Sobbed harder than she’d ever sobbed 
before. She hit the ground on her knees and held her chest. She 
wasn’t holding back. She didn’t have to hide from Stavos here. 
Didn’t have to hide her true feelings anymore. She cried and cried. 
Until eventually, she felt a warm hand touch her shoulder. It felt 
like her mother’s hand for a moment. But this wasn’t her mom. It 
was Lady Melanie. 


Brooke wasn’t sure how she had suddenly ended up on a sofa beside 
Lady Melanie in her own living room. But here she was. The 
necklace was on the table and Lady Melanie was sat next to her. 
The room was like something she’d expect royalty to live in. Marble 
floor and walls; white sofas with silver décor throughout. It was like 
a palace. A palace fit for a Queen. Brooke felt she owed her an 
explanation. So, she was going to be completely honest. “I moved 
here four years ago with my boyfriend” she begun. She sniffled as 
she attempted to clear her speech so Lady Melanie could understand 
what she was saying. “He wasn’t even sure he wanted to come at 
first, but I convinced him” she continued. Brooke hadn’t seen this 
expression on Lady Melanie before. She was compassionate, she 
seemed sympathetic. Brooke was still in disbelief this was 
happening. “I had all these ideas and dreams of what I wanted out 
of life. It just didn’t turn out to be everything I hoped it would” she 
concluded. Lady Melanie remained silent. Brooke was expecting her 
to take the lead in the conversation. But she didn’t. “I can’t go 
home. My Dad’s dead and my mom...” she begun. She felt she was 
oversharing. “Let’s just say my mom has been sedated out of the 
picture since I was a teenager” informed Brooke. She stared back 
into the eyes of Lady Melanie. “I just want to feel like me again,” 
said Brooke. Lady Melanie eventually broke her silence. “You can’t 
be the leading lady unless you feel like it” she said, with a slight 
lean towards Brooke. “When you came to me for a job, you knew 
what it was. It was assisting my every needs” continued Lady 
Melanie. “How many assistants do you hear of in the press, my 
dear?” she asked. Brooke felt herself wanting to smile. Despite her 
annoyance at Lady Melanie, she couldn’t help but admire her. She 
was adored and respected by so many people, yet here she was 
talking to and advising Brooke. 


“T guess I was never meant to be front of centre after all” said 
Brooke as she rolled her eyes. “Well, for the record my dear, you 
are a terrible assistant” informed Lady Melanie. Brooke couldn’t 
help it, she let out a laugh. For the first time in years, she laughed. 
“T don’t think you were ever meant to be a side player” continued 
Lady Melanie. “You need to remember what makes you different 
from the rest and walk through your life with that constantly at the 
forefront of your mind” she concluded. 


Before Brooke could respond, the doors to the living room burst 
open. Stood at the entrance was Stavos. Lady Melanie and Brooke 
got to their feet. “What on earth is going on?” bellowed Lady 
Melanie. Stavos was quickly followed by two members of security. 
“Wait, he’s with me,” said Brooke. Lady Melanie’s face turned 
positively red. Brooke glanced at her — “Please, I really need to talk 
to him” she pleaded. Stavos’ expression was sombre. His eyes were 
red. Brooke knew something was wrong. Lady Melanie held her 
hand up to signal her security guards to leave. “You have five 
minutes” she said as she departed the room. 


Stavos ran towards Brooke and threw his arms around her. “What 
are you playing at?” said Brooke through gritted teeth. “My dad’s 
dead” said Stavos abruptly. The three words punctured Brooke in 
the heart. She threw her arms around Stavos and held him for a 
moment. Surprisingly, there were no tears. No emotion from him. 
“We made a mistake coming here” he said. Brooke pulled away 
from him. “We should never have left Lakewood” he said. Usually, 
Brooke would disagree, and the conversation would end with them 
both arguing. But not this time. This time, she felt he was speaking 
the truth. A truth she’d been avoiding for all too long. “I know” she 
said. Stavos grabbed her by the hands -— this was the first time she’d 
felt like they were both on the same page. It had been years since 
she had this feeling. “Gina’s dead too” he said. There it was again. 
Another puncture to the heart. Brooke had barely had any 
interactions with Gina, but she knew how close she was to Audrey. 
So close that she knew Audrey must be devastated. 

“Dead...how?” asked Brooke. Stavos shook his head - “I don’t know 
the facts, but I do know that the killer is still there. He’s waiting for 
us” said Stavos. “Audrey is there alone” he said. Brooke took a 
moment to process what she was hearing. 


“We need to go back; we’ve been running from this for too long 
now” stated Stavos. Brooke stared at him for a moment. Before she 
could respond, the living room door opened once again, and Lady 
Melanie re-entered. “Are we quite finished?” she asked in a calm 
manner. Stavos and Brooke both looked in her direction. “Yeah, P1H 
leave” he said. He paced towards the door, as Lady Melanie made 
her way towards her desk in the corner of the room. “Wait” said 
Brooke abruptly. Stavos turned towards Brooke, as Lady Melanie 


watched on. “I’m coming with you,” said Brooke. She begun 
walking towards Stavos. “I beg your pardon?” bellowed Lady 
Melanie. “You have a job to do here, you can’t just quit” she yelled 
as Brooke arrived at the doorway. “Who do you think you are?” 
Lady Melanie shouted as Brooke stood still in the doorway. A brief 
pause followed, as Brooke turned around slowly to face Lady 
Melanie. “I’m Brooke Maddox” she stated. Confidence suddenly 
beamed from Brooke. Lady Melanie couldn’t contain it. She smiled. 
A smile that Brooke reciprocated. They understood one another in 
that brief moment. Brooke spun back around and left the living 
room, with one destination in mind — Lakewood. 
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The smallest office in the Lakewood Police Department building 
was now occupied by Lorraine Brock. The station was busy with 
activity, phone calls from angry Lakewood residents who still 
couldn’t understand why they were being asked to remain indoors 
for the foreseeable future and then there were paparazzi, hoping to 
catch the scoop on what was going on. Lorraine was far too busy to 
worry about all of this though, around two hours ago she’d just 
received word that a body was located at an abandoned train 
station out on the outskirts of Lakewood. Since it’s discovery, the 
body had been taken away for forensic evaluation and the entire 
abandoned building was now an active crime scene. Lorraine had 
taken this opportunity to re-examine the work that Sheriff Miguel 
Acosta had previously put into the case. Many of the case files were 
caught up in the scene of the crime, but most of them had now been 
released following examination. 


Lorraine had been pondering over the files for some time. A lot of 
Miguel’s investigations pointed him back to the Brandon James 
murder case of 1994. She searched through the crime scene photos 
from October 31st 1994. Miguel had a photograph of one corpse in 
particular and was seemingly comparing it to that of Gina McLane. 
Lorraine understood the comparison. The photograph from 1994 
had written on it - “N342 shows Michael Ainsworth. Autopsy report 
confirmed he was the third victim...”. His body was propped back on 
a sofa, with his arms spread across the back. His head tilted slightly. 
Almost identical to the crime scene of Gina McLane. “What are you 


trying to tell us here?” muttered Lorraine to herself. 


Her thought process was interrupted as the head forensic analyser 
had knocked on her office door and stepped inside. “Sorry to 
interrupt, ma’am” she spoke softly. Kimberly — that’s all Lorraine 
knew about her. Her name was Kimberly. She wasn’t sure of her 
second name. Kimberly was pale skinned with auburn hair. Lorraine 
looked towards the door and smiled — “Not at all” she responded. 
Kimberly placed a piece of paper in front of Lorraine. “The brief 
analysis of the body that was discovered today” she confirmed. 
“This is just a pre-evaluation, the full analysis is currently 
underway” she concluded. Lorraine glanced briefly at the form. “So 
this is likely a body from some time ago?” she asked. “Possible” said 
Kimberly. “And if you want my opinion, it’s probable” she stated. 
Lorraine read through the form and felt frustration building inside 
of her — the form didn’t tell her anything she hadn’t already 
assumed. She leaned back in her chair. “Something wrong, ma’am?” 
asked Kimberly. Lorraine placed the form down and glanced at her. 
“The plot continues to grow with this case” stated Lorraine, almost 
whispering. Kimberly bowed her head slightly, she seemed to 
understand the frustration of this case. “If all of this links back to 
1994, then the people who were involved back then should have 
been investigated years ago” spat Lorraine. She suddenly realised 
she was thinking aloud, and smiled at Kimberly, before saying — 
“Thank you, that’ll be all”. Kimberly smiled back and headed back 
out of the office. Lorraine sprung into action. 


She left her office and paced towards the main desk. Where she 
located Officer Olivier. “Olivier” she said, just as he focused his 
attention on her. She placed the October 31st 1994 murder case file 
in front of him. “I want you to do a status report on all of the family 
members that were involved in the Brandon James case in 1994” 
she requested. Olivier frowned. “All of them?” he asked. “Yes, I 
need it urgently. Where the victim’s families are now? Are some of 
them in Lakewood and the rest” she clarified. Olivier nodded 
ferociously — “Okay ma’am” he said. He grabbed the file and 
immediately opened it up. “I would also like you to tell me the 
whereabouts on Kevin Duval” she requested. Olivier looked back up 
at her, still frowning significantly. Lorraine noticed his expression. 
“Something wrong?” she asked. “No, I’ll get to work right away” he 


said, changing his expression. Lorraine walked away. She felt quite 
alone on this case. She trusted her colleagues, but even back in 
2015, she found the case to be quite a mess. Riddled with errors 
and inconsistencies. Trying to solve that after all these years would 
prove difficult, however if she could locate some of the victims 
family members, that would change things quite a bit. 


KKK 


Emma'’s car pulled up outside her peaceful farmhouse. She gathered 
her belongings from her car and walked towards her front door. The 
sun was setting over the acres of trees that surrounded her hiding 
place. She heard the wind chimes move slightly in the wind as she 
entered her home. As she placed everything down inside her 
kitchen, she noticed that Jesse’s food bowl was still full from earlier 
today. Visible confusion crossed Emma’s face. Jesse never stayed 
away. She had kept herself busy at work today and hadn’t thought 
much about his disappearance. But now that she was home and he 
hadn’t been seen in some time, she was beginning to worry. She 
headed back to her front porch and begun shouting his name 
loudly, in the hopes that he might hear her and make his way 
towards her, or at least make himself known wherever he was. 
“Jesse” she shouted. The wind had picked up significantly, despite 
this being a safe place for Emma, she felt uneasy. She glanced 
around at her surroundings. The trees blew in all directions. The 
home was secluded with no visible signs of life anywhere. It 
occurred to Emma - this was either a perfect hiding spot, or an easy 
location for her to be hunted. The dimming light from the dusk sky 
was now coating the farmhouse and the air was getting quite chilly. 
The wind chimes continued to move and Emma was still pondering 
where her little companion could have ended up. 


“Ring, Ring!” interrupted Emma’s moment. She rushed back inside 
the house and glanced at her phone - ‘Brooke Calling’ it read. She 
answered almost immediately, but still kept glancing around the 
room as she spoke. “Hey you, are you okay?” she asked. “Shut up 


and listen...” spat Brooke. Brooke and Stavos were both sat on a 
train as it moved through New York City. The pair were situated at 
the far back of the train. It was quite empty, not many people were 
likely leaving New York City at this moment. At least, that’s what 
Brooke assumed. “Okay...” said Emma curiously. “Gina is dead” 
stated Brooke. For a moment, Emma wasn’t sure if she heard her 
right. Her mind was still full of confusion over Jesse — “Wait... 
what?” she asked. “And so is Miguel” said Brooke, somewhat 
sympathetically. She heard her that time. Miguel...dead? “What are 
you telling me here?” asked Emma. As she spoke the words, she 
awaited the answer. She knew it was coming. Her nightmares were 
about to come true. It was going to hit her like it did in those 
defenceless dreams. “I’m saying...it isn’t over, Emma, he’s still looking 
for us” confirmed Brooke. Emma rushed to her front door and 
locked it. She suddenly felt very unsafe. Her thoughts regarding the 
farmhouse flooded her mind more ferociously this time. This wasn’t 
a great place to hide, it was a great place to die without anybody 
noticing. Emma didn’t speak. “And Audrey is in Lakewood, Emma” 
continued Brooke. “Audrey! Is she okay?” she asked. “We don’t 
know, but the entire town is locked down, it’s all over the news” 
explained Brooke. 


Emma walked towards her television and quickly turned it on. She 
surfed towards the news channels and was immediately hit with the 
news regarding Lakewood’s murders. She’d ran away from this for 
too long. Now people were dying, people were suffering in 
Lakewood, because of her. Because she couldn’t face the same 
ordeal again. Because she couldn’t save her mom. 

“Emma, we need to go back, we can’t let Audrey go through this on her 
own,” said Brooke. “Wait, where are you now?” asked Emma. “Me 
and Stavos are on our way back to Lakewood” informed Brooke. 
Thoughts of Maggie flooded Emma’s mind. She couldn’t go back 
there. Whoever killed her Mom was waiting for her. There was no 
way she could explain what happened without implicating herself. 
She was tired of running. Tired of her nightmares, but the thoughts 
of returning to Lakewood made Emma feel sick. “I...can’t go back” 
she said. “Emma, we are in this together, you can’t let us all face this 
alone” spat Brooke. “We’re family, this is our story. The Lakewood Six 
— we went through this together and we need to end it together” she 
continued. Emma closed her eyes as Brooke spoke. She couldn’t go 


back. She wouldn’t go back. 


“Tm sorry, I can’t go back” said Emma, before hanging up. She 
threw the phone across the room and let out a large yell in 
frustration. She held her head in her hands for a moment, before 
thoughts of Jesse flooded her thoughts again. If the killer really was 
making his move, maybe Jesse’s disappearance had something to do 
with what was happening in Lakewood? ‘No’ thought Emma. ‘That’s 
stupid, we’re a long way away from Lakewood here’ she told herself. 
She got to her feet and headed upstairs. Emma reached inside her 
closet and pulled out an old shoebox. She felt vulnerable and when 
she felt like this, she needed her mom. She opened the shoebox and 
refreshed her memory of good times they’d had together. Baby 
photos of Emma; different childhood memories captured in time — 
showing Maggie and Emma spending time together through the 
years. Tears ran down Emma’s face. She missed her mom so much. 
She held a photo of Maggie to her chest and sobbed. “I miss you” 
she spoke to herself. “I have so many things I wanted to do with 
you before you left me” she said as she wiped her eyes. She picked 
up another photograph and noticed a familiar sight. Emma was in 
her garden on a swing, behind her was Maggie and pushing Emma 
on the swing was Audrey. Black haired and beaming with a smile. 
Emma smiled back. Audrey — they’d had such a tough friendship 
over the years, but Audrey had known Emma from being very 
young. She was there through most of the troubles Emma had with 
her parents, and Emma was there for most of Audrey’s troubles. 


‘But who was there for Audrey now?’ — Emma stroked the face of 
Audrey on the photograph. She couldn’t save her mom; she’d failed 
to protect her from whoever this was. But there was still time to 
save Audrey. Suddenly, the tears were gone. Instead, determination 
filled Emma. No one else was going to die for her. She got to her 
feet and rushed towards her closet. Inside, she pulled out several 
guns she’d collected in case anyone followed her to her secluded 
farmhouse. She quickly got herself changed into black jeans, a black 
jacket and tied her hair up. She begun loading her bag with guns 
but not much else. As she headed out towards the hallway, a noise 
startled her. A very low ‘meow’ echoed through the house. Emma 
stood startled for a moment. “Jesse?” she said. The meow was quite 
low, so low that it was hard to make out. Emma dropped her bag 


for a moment and rushed onto the landing and glanced around, 
hoping to hear her little companion shout out for her again. 
“Jesse”? she spoke. ‘Meeoow’ echoed from downstairs. Emma started 
walking downstairs, hoping to find her cat. 


But there it was — staring back at her through the door window of 
her farmhouse. The sight that haunted her nightmares. The mask of 
Brandon James. Emma gasped and fell backwards. The face stared 
at her through the window and tilted its head as she made eye 
contact with the soulless, black eyes before her. She turned back 
immediately and raced back up to her bedroom. She pulled out a 
handgun and rushed back downstairs, hoping to fight off her 
attacker. As she arrived at the door — nothing. The face had 
disappeared. Emma held her gun forward and carefully started 
searching around the downstairs of the house. There were no signs 
of life. She turned back to the front door where she’d seen the face 
and unlocked it, before stepping outside. Fear was no longer an 
option, whoever this was, was going to die. Emma observed the 
land around her home from her porch. Night had fallen now, which 
made everything far more intimidating. Still, there were no signs of 
life. Emma needed to get back to Lakewood. She wasn’t safe here. 
No safer than she would have been in Lakewood. She stepped back 
inside her home and her mind begun racing once again. Had the 
killer known she’d been there all along? Did she really see the 
mask, or did she imagine it? She couldn’t let her own fear consume 
her. She’d done this years ago. One thing was certain, Emma was 
going back to Lakewood and with any luck, was going to finish this 
once and for all. Even if it meant her enemy taking her with them. 
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The air in Lakewood was growing colder and colder as the days of 
fall passed by. Perhaps it was indeed that fact that was making 
everything seem rather cold in the small town, or perhaps it was the 
fact that a serial killer was at large, and the police officers knew 
very little about how to deal with it. Howard Jensen had spent the 
majority of the day trying to contact the station, it had been over 
24 hours since his daughter, Audrey, had been arrested by the 
police and no one seemed to want to give him a straight answer as 
to what was going on. Now night had fallen over Lakewood and his 
rage knew no limits. He wanted his daughter back in his care, or at 
least, wanted to know that she was okay. He had quickly thrown on 
his denim jacket and driven all the way to the police station. He 
rushed towards the door and immediately headed towards the 
reception desk. “I’m Howard Jensen, I’m here to speak to somebody 
about my daughter” he stated, matter-of-factly. The officer behind 
the desk shook his head ferociously. He was a thin man, with black 
combed hair and a wildly unkept moustache. “I’m sorry, visiting 
hours are over” the officer stated. Howard was tired of this. He had 
been calling the station all day, he was exhausted with worry. He 
knew there was a killer in Lakewood and to his knowledge, nothing 
had advanced in terms of the police actually catching the culprit. 


“That’s not good enough!” bellowed Howard. The officer got to his 
feet and placed his hand forward, in hopes of calming Howard. “Sir, 
I’m going to have to ask you to leave” he said politely. “I’m not 
going anywhere without my daughter” yelled Howard. “Mr 


Jenson...” said a voice behind Howard. He spun around, stood there 
was Lorraine Brock, with a sympathetic expression across her face. 
“Might I have a word with you” she asked politely. She gestured 
him to the corner of the reception room, and he followed. He wasn’t 
sure what was about to come, but he didn’t trust any of the police 
officers. Not one of them. “Mr Jensen, I know you’re concerned for 
your daughter, but I have to stress this is a police investigation and 
we will deal with matters accordingly,” said Lorraine. Jenson shook 
his head; he wasn’t falling for this. He had a right to know what 
was happening. “Audrey is my daughter, the least you can do is tell 
me what exactly you’re holding her for” he said irritably. Lorraine 
took a deep sigh before responding. “I'll be honest with you here Mr 
Jensen, your daughter isn’t here because she’s a suspect” she stated. 
Visible confusion formed on Howard’s face. “At this moment in 
time, your daughter is in grave danger, Mr Jensen. I believe she’s 
likely to be the next target in this current killing spree” she 
continued. “She isn’t under arrest, she’s here for her own 
protection” confirmed Lorraine. “With all due respect...” begun 
Howard. “The Sheriff was killed in this very station yesterday, so 
don’t try telling me that she’s any safer in here with you...” he spat 
at Lorraine. “We have more enforcements here than we did 24 
hours ago, Mr Jensen” interrupted Lorraine. 


Howard looked around at the empty reception. “You have no legal 
right to keep my daughter here, now I suggest you let her leave 
with me right now, or else I will bring my solicitor next time” 
threatened Howard. Lorraine stared at him for a moment. 
Unfortunately, he was right, she had no legal right to hold Audrey. 
“Are you sure you want me to let her go?” asked Lorraine. She 
leaned closer and made direct eye contact with Howard — “Are you 
absolutely sure?” she asked. Howard didn’t hesitate. He nodded. 
She had no idea what was going to happen. She didn’t know how 
he was going to protect his baby girl. But Howard had a plan. A 
plan that would end all of this suffering that Audrey was going 
through. “Yes, I’m sure” he said. Lorraine stepped away and 
disappeared through a door behind them. Howard waited for a 
moment. He paced around the reception. He needed to see Audrey, 
she needed to be safe. He refused to accept the station was safe, not 
after what happened in there 24 hours ago. Not after the Sheriff 
was murdered. Shortly after, Audrey emerged from the doorway 


with Lorraine closely following behind. Audrey looked visibly 
exhausted. She looked like she hadn’t slept for some time. She ran 
into her father’s arms and embraced him tightly. “Are you okay?” 
he asked her. She nodded. She was relieved to be out of her cell. 
Away from the four walls with nothing but her own thoughts for 
company. Howard started walking towards the front door of the 
station. “I must remind you both that there is a townwide 
lockdown...” begun Lorraine. Both Howard and Audrey turned back 
to face her. “You both must return to your home immediately” she 
stated. Howard nodded and proceeded to leave the station, with 
Audrey following closely behind. 


Lorraine grabbed hold of her phone and dialled a number. She 
waited a moment, before somebody answered — “It’s Brock, I want 
you to get a car around to the Jensen residence immediately” she 
ordered. “Don’t let them out of your sight” she concluded. 


Howard drove Audrey away from the station. The pair were 
speeding through the streets of Lakewood in silence. Audrey was all 
too familiar with the route home, so when Howard missed the 
turning, she immediately questioned him. “Why aren’t we going 
home?” asked Audrey. “We’re leaving Lakewood,” said Howard. 
Audrey wasn’t sure she heard him right. “What?” she asked. 
“Staying in this town is suicide. We need to get away” he 
confirmed. “I’ve packed all the essentials; we’re getting out of here" 
he continued as he drove, making his way down the long stretch 
towards the freeway. Audrey settled back; this was a great idea. 
Sure, she’d been ordered home, but how safe was Lakewood really? 
Her biggest regret was returning in the first place. Howard 
continuously observed his rear-view mirror to check for any 
followers. The streets were all too quiet. Not a single soul was in 
sight, not even wildlife that occasionally roamed the streets at 
night-time. Howard passed several locations he was all too familiar 
with. Stores that hadn’t been opened for business since yesterdays 
events; dive bars that usually would defy police orders had opted to 
follow them this time round by remaining closed. As he took one 
last glance in his mirror, he noticed something. 


Smoke, fuming from the back of the car. “What the hell?” he 
muttered. He adjusted his mirror and took a good look at the dark 


smoke that emerged from the rear of the car. “What is it?” asked 
Audrey, as she looked in the direction Howard was fixed on. “Is that 
smoke?” she asked. Howard pulled the car over slowly. The smoke 
fumes continued to rise upwards into the sky. He looked around as 
he emerged from the car and headed towards the trunk. Everything 
was eerily quiet. Too quiet. Howard observed the fumes’ location. It 
wasn’t an exhaust issue; the fumes were emerging from inside the 
trunk. He pressed the middle button in and popped it open. The 
smoke fumes clouded Howard’s face. He started coughing. As he 
looked back into the trunk, he was greeted with Audrey’s burnt 
suitcase. Howard observed it thoroughly. Audrey was fixed on 
Howard from her passenger seat view. She wasn’t sure what help 
she could be. Howard waved his hand to move some of the smoke 
out of his way. When he inspected further, he noticed the back seat 
was slightly forward. He pressed it inwards, only for it to hit 
something hard. It hit him...it hit him hard. So much so, he yelled 
out — “Audrey, there’s somebody in the back seat!” 


Audrey heard it. She heard her father’s words. As she turned, the 
darkness of the back seat had changed, and the fearful mask of 
Brandon James stared back at her. She attempted to exit the 
vehicle, but as she did, she felt a grip on her neck from behind. 
Almost instantly, it squeezed against her windpipes. It was like 
nothing she’d ever experienced before. It was trying to kill her. To 
stop her breathing. She gasped for breath, she kicked and tried to 
move against her attacker. Whoever this was, was strong. Audrey 
had never felt a force like it. The car shook just as she heard the 
harsh sound of glass shattering behind her. Howard flung himself 
into the smashed, back window and grabbed Audrey’s attacker. 
“Get the fuck off her” he yelled. The grip on Audrey loosened as her 
father acted. “Audrey, get out of there” yelled Howard. Audrey 
climbed out of the car and got a full view of what was happening. 
Howard held onto a bat and banged it against the car. “Get out of 
there, you son of a bitch” he demanded. Audrey had never seen her 
father like this. He was enraged. Instinctual. He was protecting his 
daughter. He was willing to put his life on the line to protect 
Audrey. In these brief moments, Audrey felt she’d misjudged her 
father’s love. She’d pushed him away for years. He may have 
disappointed her from time to time, but when it truly mattered, he 
had her back. 


Howard flung open the car door and placed his hand forward to 
grab the attacker out of the car. As he did, the haunting figure 
sprung into action and penetrated a hunter’s knife through 
Howard’s palm. Howard stumbled back and let out a yell. The killer 
emerged from the car. Audrey froze for a moment. She hadn’t seen 
the horrifying sight before her for many years. When she closed her 
eyes, she saw it but seeing it in the flesh brought back a fresh new 
wave of terror. This wasn’t the same as before. This killer wasn’t 
Piper or Kieran. It was more terrifying. More intimidating. Audrey 
had never been as fearful for her life, or her fathers as she was right 
now. Howard backed away to give himself some space to attack the 
ghostly mask that approached him. He tried to show no fear, but 
panic and a sense of rush filled him. He swung the bat forward 
several times. The reaper-like figure dodged every single one. Until 
eventually it grabbed the bat in Howard’s hand and flung it from 
his reach. “Run Audrey!” yelled Howard. Audrey stood still for a 
moment. She couldn’t leave her father. Just then, the figure stabbed 
Howard in the knee, causing him to collapse to the ground. Audrey 
yelled as tears filled her eyes. She rushed forward to help her 
father. “Don’t hurt him, you bastard” she yelled. The mask fixed on 
Audrey. Suddenly, it stopped and begun walking towards her. The 
realisation hit Audrey. It was coming for her. Her father squirmed 
on the floor as the figure rushed towards her. Audrey ran, she ran 
faster than she ever had before. She didn’t turn or look behind 
herself, she let her feet carry her away. Through alleyways, 
different streets and more, she continued to run. 


Howard clutched hold of his leg as he attempted to get to his feet. 
Suddenly, he felt a force push him back down. The attacker had 
returned. It wasn’t chasing Audrey. Its big black eyes gazed into 
Howard’s. He was sure he could see the very human eyes behind 
that mask looking at him. “I won’t let you hurt my daughter” he 
said weakly. As Howard focused on the eyes of his attacker, one of 
his own eyes went completely black. Pain filled Howard, he 
screamed and held the eye as blood poured from the socket. His 
vision left in one eye went blurred, as he tried to calm himself for a 
moment. Before he could regain focus, his other eye went black 
also. More pain pressed across both of Howard’s eyes. He held them 
as blood poured from them all down his face. The reaper looked 


closely at a tiny pin it held in its fingertips. Covered in blood. 
Howard screamed in pain. He was completely blind. Oblivious to 
what was going to happen next. He frantically moved his body 
around, in the hopes of getting to his feet. In desperation of 
hopefully finding some kind of sight once again. But it was no good. 
He could feel himself hitting different parts of the wall he had 
collapsed against. His knee was in agony as he attempted to move 
on it. As he wriggled, he could feel a pressure on his ankles, as his 
body begun moving against the floor. He continued to scream and 
call out in pain. In the midst of his panic, he thought of his 
daughter, Audrey. He hoped she’d gotten away. He hoped she’d 
reach safety. 


Audrey eventually drew to a halt as she took a moment to catch her 
breath. She leaned forward and took several deep breaths before 
she took a good look at her surroundings. No one was following 
her. The killer had likely given up. Or perhaps he was stalking her? 
The area looked familiar to Audrey, but she couldn’t quite place it. 
It was only until she came across a familiar building, did she finally 
realise where she was. She approached the closed building and 
glanced up at the sign above the door. “Zenith Theatre” it read. All 
in blue letters, as it showed “Now Showing: Hosts” across the sign. 
She walked up to the glass windows and peeked inside for a 
moment. The overwhelming feeling of nostalgia filled Audrey. She 
had her first proper job here. In 2016 it seemed she had her whole 
life ahead of her, despite what was happening in her life. It was a 
moment of morbid reflection, but whenever she thought about this 
theatre, she thought about her friends. Noah especially. He loved 
the moment she begun working at the theatre. He saw it as a way to 
solidify their friendship to the next level. Now, Audrey was back at 
the same theatre, but she was alone. In a town that seemed almost 
deserted. Everything was quiet. She walked back towards the road 
and attempted to work out her next move. What Audrey didn’t 
notice initially, was headlights on a car approaching behind her. 
She took a deep breath, before turning and seeing a truck closing in 
on her direction. She froze for a moment - this had to be her 
attacker, surely? Or maybe not? She stood for a moment, trying to 
see who was in the driver’s seat. She backed up and had her eyes 
fixed on a fence area to the far right where she intended on leaping 


to if this was who she believed it was. 


The red truck came to a stand still and a window wound down. 
“You shouldn’t be out here alone” shouted a man’s voice. Audrey 
walked closer towards the truck and saw an elderly man sat in the 
driver’s seat. He was wearing a white fedora and had a large white 
beard around his face but sported very kind eyes. “I was just 
attacked...” she said, somewhat startled and still lacking in trust for 
the gentleman. “You better jump in” he said insistently. Audrey was 
reluctant. She didn’t know this man. He could be anybody. “I’m 
going to drive you to the station, it’s not safe out here” he said. 
Audrey looked around and considered her options for a moment. 
Her attacker before had always presented himself in that mask. This 
man wasn’t. “Well, you coming or not?” he asked. Audrey quickly 
walked around to the passenger door and climbed in. The station 
didn’t sound like a terrible idea. She wondered carefully about what 
had happened. Worry filled her mind as she considered her dad. 
Was he alive? Why did the killer stop chasing her? “Pll need to stop 
for gas before we go to the station” the driver informed Audrey. The 
truck turned and headed back down the road it initially came from. 
After some contemplation, Audrey wondered whether staying at the 
station wasn’t a terrible idea after all. 
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The doors to Lorraine’s office burst open. One of the rookie officers 
was stood before her, flustered in an attempt to catch his breath. 
Lorraine observed him for a moment. “Ma’am, we have an incident” 
he said. Lorraine stood up from her office chair. “The Jensen’s 
didn’t return home; we’ve also just found Mr Jensen’s car smashed, 
down by Parkside Lane” informed the rookie. Lorraine didn’t 
hesitate. “He’s after Audrey...” she declared. “Get the officers out 
there searching for her immediately” she ordered. The rookie 
nodded and rushed away. Lorraine grabbed her own car keys. “You 
shouldn’t have tried to run, Howard” muttered Lorraine as she 
exited her office. 


The red truck pulled up outside a gas station. Audrey remained in 
the passenger seat. She hadn’t spoken since she’d been sat next to 
her driver. He climbed out for a moment and headed towards the 
gas pump. The gas station wasn’t open. The road up towards it was 
a winding one, but it was well placed amongst several car 
dealership lots and maintenance garages. Audrey unlocked her 
phone and attempted to dial her father. It rang continuously. “Pick 
up, pick up” she muttered. No answer. The driver finished filling up 
the truck, as he closed the cap on the car. Just as he turned to 
return to his seat, he felt a sharp blade slice across his neck. He 
gargled on his own blood. Stood before him was the reaper, dressed 
in black and sporting the Brandon James mask. Audrey heard the 
large thud of the man’s body hitting the floor outside. She turned 
and immediately met the eyes of her attacker through the window. 


She leaned forward instantly and locked the door. The attacker 
yanked and pulled on the door ferociously over and over. She then 
turned and locked her own door, spinning back around quickly. But 
just as quickly, the mask staring back at her, was now gone. She 
looked around attempting to locate Gina’s killer. She listened 
carefully with the hopes of hearing movement that would indicate 
it’s whereabouts. But she heard nothing. Panic filled her once again. 
She needed to get away. She could make a break for it. But for all 
she knew, it was hiding under the car and would slice her feet the 
moment she bolted from her seat. 


From afar, she noticed movement. A blacked-out van was located 
across the street from the gas station. Audrey felt she saw 
something but couldn’t be too sure. Suddenly, she heard a noise 
that sounded like water splashing. She quickly tried to locate where 
it was coming from, but the shadow in her side window confirmed 
it. The reaper stood over the car, as thick, yellow gasoline begun 
pouring over the truck. Audrey recognised what was happening and 
immediately rushed into the driver’s seat. She searched for the keys 
but couldn’t locate them. The shadow of the reaper pouring 
gasoline continued to reflect on Audrey’s face. She stared at the 
mask in the front window. It looked into her eyes. She couldn’t see 
emotion, but she could feel that it had won. It was happy. 
Victorious. It started walking away from the car, leaving a trail of 
gasoline behind it as it moved back towards the blacked-out van 
across the street. Just then, the van doors opened, and the ghost- 
like figure grabbed Howard from the back and threw him onto the 
ground. “Dad!” yelled Audrey. From what she could make out, her 
father’s eye sockets were gushing with blood. He was tied up 
around the legs and around his arms. He was yelling for help and 
continued to shout Audrey’s name. She watched as the attacker 
leaned down to Howard, it’s mask almost touching his face. It was 
seemingly talking to him, or at least, whispering something. 
Howard suddenly begun yelling and screaming. He was trying to 
move himself but couldn’t. Audrey decided she was going to do it. 
She was going to make a run for it. She attempted to unlock the 
door and push it open. But the door wouldn’t move. Not even an 
inch. Audrey frantically pushed with all her weight. She tried to 
look down the window and couldn’t quite make out why it wouldn’t 
open. She then proceeded to rush towards the passenger seat door 


and begun the same process. The other door wouldn’t open either. 
She pushed with all her weight and started banging against the 
window. 


“Please don’t hurt my baby” yelled Howard. Suddenly, the reaper 
like figure quickly took out a lighter, leaned down towards the 
gasoline trail and set the trail aflame. The fire quickly spread 
towards the car as flames engulfed it. Audrey sat back... she was 
panicking. She knew this was it. She was going to die. She had little 
to show for her life, almost nothing in fact. In this moment though, 
there was only one person she wanted. One person she needed — 
Emma. She quickly grabbed her phone and begun dialling Emma’s 
number. The flames continued to rise above the car. It wouldn’t be 
long now. 


“Audrey?” answered Emma’s voice. Audrey smiled. “It’s so good to 
hear you again” she said. “I’ve heard what’s happening, are you 
okay?” asked Emma. “No, I’m not, my time has run out Emma” said 
Audrey. Emma slumped into her car seat as she drove along a 
highway. “But I’m on my way to help you” she said, the frustration 
could be heard in her voice. “I wanted you to know before I die, 
that none of this is your fault,” said Audrey. “You were the only 
friend I ever really loved; I am so grateful to have been in your life 
growing up” Audrey continued. Emotion got the better of Emma. 
She started sobbing. “I’m so sorry,” said Emma. “Don’t be” 
responded Audrey. “The truth is, I suck at life” she added. “I 
haven’t been happy for a long time and that was on me. I’ve been 
confused about a lot of stuff, confused about myself most of all and 
I guess now Ill never be able to address all of that” Audrey said. 
Emma listened as tears fell down her face. “I love you, Emma” said 
Audrey. Emma caught her breath for a moment -— “I love you too, 
Audrey” she responded. Audrey hung up the phone, as the flames 
engulfed the inside of the car. Sweat poured down her face. She was 
going to burn. 


The sickly hotness became unbearable, prompting Audrey to slam 
herself against the car. “Let me out!” she screamed. Howard’s yells 
and cries from afar echoed the street. Suddenly Audrey noticed the 
end of a fishing rod on the floor of the passenger seat. She picked it 
up and immediately smashed it against the window ferociously. The 


fire had reached the inside of the car and Audrey could now feel the 
scolding burns against her flesh. She screamed as she continued 
smashing the window in frustration. The screams became louder 
and more intense as the flames burnt her skin. Suddenly — the glass 
smashed! Audrey pulled herself out of the car and onto the floor, 
hitting the ground hard. Her skin was burning. She may have been 
out of the car, but it made no difference to how quickly it had 
damaged her skin. She attempted to crawl away from the car and 
rushed to get to her feet. She stood whilst holding onto her 
agonising burns. She located her father. He was moving around on 
the floor, listening to what would be his daughter’s final moments. 
Audrey quickly attempted to run towards her dad, but like a 
firework in the sky — the entire car exploded into flames, which 
impacted the gas pump beside it, causing the entire area around the 
car to explode into a raging fire. The fire quickly engulfed Audrey, 
consuming her entire body as the flames rose above the entire gas 
station. 


Howard continued to scream in the realisation of what had just 
happened. His daughter was dead. He sobbed in his exhausted state 
as he felt the heat from the floor reach his body. He couldn’t see 
anything. He could just hear. He couldn’t hold his baby in his arms, 
he would only ever hear her last cries for help. Her cries in pain. He 
hoped that someone would show him mercy and end this misery for 
him. His fight was done. His heart ached with regret. He felt he was 
helping his daughter, but he likely caused her death. Surely the 
killer would finish Howard now. Howard waited patiently. But no 
one else was around. There was to be no end to his suffering. 
Howard was going to have to live with this. Live with his blindless. 
Live with the forever haunting sounds of his daughter’s agonising 
final moments in his mind forever. Howard may as well be dead, 
because as of right now, he had nothing left to live for. 
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Everything was still in Emma’s mind. She had pulled over on the 
highway as cars continued to pass her by, she was frozen. She had 
failed once again. Failed to protect someone she loved from this 
same maniac. She tried to move herself back to Lakewood as soon 
as she could, but it just wasn’t enough. It was never enough. Time 
was constantly against her, the same way it was against her that 
fateful night in 2016. Her mom’s lifeless body in her arms and her 
last words of warning. Now, Audrey’s words would haunt Emma 
just the same. Words of love and a goodbye to conclude the 
message. Emma felt sick. Like she couldn’t breathe. She removed 
her seatbelt and exited her car. Stood by the side of the highway, 
she looked up at the night sky. Traffic continued to move, yet 
everything was silent. Tears fell from her eyes as she closed them 
tightly shut. She felt it building, the frustration, the anger. It came 
up her throat and she let it out. She screamed so loud and clenched 
her hands onto her head. Audrey was dead. Her oldest friend. Her 
childhood companion was dead. How much more loss could Emma 
deal with? Whatever conclusion she was going to reach with these 
thoughts abruptly came to an end when her phone started ringing. 
She rushed back into the car and answered it promptly. 


“Hello?” she said weakly. “Good evening, sorry to bother you,” said a 
familiar voice. The last person Emma wanted to speak to. 
“Cameron, now isn’t a great time” she said. Cameron was part of 
the life she’d created away from Lakewood. For a moment she’d 
completely forgotten he existed. But when she heard his voice, she 


was reminded of his gossiping ways and the probing nature of his 
questions towards her when she’d be walking into work every 
morning. “I just wanted to let you know that we’re all being summoned 
to a meeting in the morning” he said. “Something about the Halloween 
party that’s being planned this year” he continued. “That’s great, but I 
won't be there” said Emma, irritably. “What do you mean?” asked 
Cameron, surprised. “It’s a long story, but let’s just say ’ve had to 
leave town” she informed, whilst climbing back into her car. “You 
can’t do that to me, am I supposed to go through this meeting alone?!” 
said Cameron dramatically. “I guess so” she said, her mind still 
clouded with thoughts about Audrey. “Fine, I’ll make up some excuse 
for you” he said calmly. “That’s great, thank you Cameron” replied 
Emma. They both said their goodbyes and Emma took a moment to 
reflect. Before she set off on her journey, she climbed out of her car 
once again and headed towards the trunk. She had placed her bag 
of guns on the back seat with her jacket over them. But Emma had 
decided to put her jacket in the trunk so it wouldn’t get in the way 
if she needed to grab one from behind fast. She opened the trunk 
abruptly and was met with a startling discovery... 


Laying in the trunk was the lifeless body of her beloved pet, Jesse. 
Emma dropped her coat and leaned down, observing her 
companion’s lifeless corpse. She looked around...something was 
hitting Emma, and it was hitting her hard. This killer had known 
where she was all along. He had been following her, he knew about 
the farmhouse, knew how much Jesse meant to her. But how was 
he active in Lakewood? How many killers were there? So many 
questions, but one thing was for sure, this person was likely well 
aware that Emma was on her way back to Lakewood. She needed a 
plan and she needed it fast. 


KKK 


Noah was live on air. He was forever reminded of that fact when he 
was speaking into the microphone that had been set up at his desk, 
due to the large green ‘on air’ light flashing above the window in 


front of him. Noah has been preparing the topic of the day 
carefully, but he felt it was only fitting that he brace himself, as 
following his nightly radio show, he’d take calls from listeners who 
were all too quick to remind Noah of their disagreements with his 
opinions, or what he was saying in general. He leaned forward and 
begun speaking into his microphone — “Women in horror is my 
topic today” he begun. “One of the most fundamental aspects of any 
horror franchise is the female heroes that lead them, my friends” he 
continued. “But what do women mean to this genre? What do they 
represent to us, the audience you might ask? Well, it just so 
happens that women display a vulnerability that’s relatable” spoke 
Noah. “It’s a relatability that guys just don’t radiate at all. But we 
enjoy seeing the heroines of these stories rise up and fight back 
against their attackers. It took real guts for Laurie Strode to 
eventually face Michael Myers years after the first Halloween movie 
in 1978, but when she did, she made sure she ended it for good this 
time” he informed. “In the end, it all ends with the attacker and the 
woman. They’ll go head-to-head and they’ll fight to the death” he 
concluded. “Now, it’s time for the call in, tell me who’s your 
favourite horror heroine?” said Noah, as he pushed a button in front 
of him and adjusted his headphones slightly. A phone noise rang in 
the studio, to which Noah quickly answered. 


“Hello there, this is Alex, welcome to the show” he greeted. “Tell 
me, who is your favourite horror movie heroine?” asked Noah 
cheerfully. “Emma Duval” said a familiar voice. Noah’s expression 
changed. He knew this voice. He’d heard it before. Many of his 
colleagues looked on in confusion. “Erm, I don’t know who that 
is...” said Noah uncomfortably. “How about Brooke Maddox?” spat 
the voice. Noah adjusted himself — “How about we end the call?” 
said Noah to one of his colleagues. “No, they’re not heroines, real 
heroines wouldn’t leave their friends to die like those two have” the 
voice spoke, sinisterly. “End the call?” shouted Noah. “You should 
have heard Audrey screaming for help, it was something I’ve longed to 
see for years” said the voice, followed by a harsh laugh. “Audrey’s... 
dead?” asked Noah, somewhat shaken. “That’s right; another one off 
the list. The Lakewood Six are now the Lakewood four and guess who’s 
next on my list?” spat the voice. Noah took a gulp, many of his 
colleagues rushed into the room to try and understand what was 
happening. “Who?” asked Noah. “You, Noah Foster. You” the voice 


replied abruptly. 


The line suddenly went dead. Noah leaned himself back in his chair. 
The green flashing ‘On Air’ sign suddenly turned to red and read 
‘Off Air’. Noah saw the swarm of staff members as they all swooped 
in and started asking him question after question. He got to his feet. 
He blocked everything out, nothing was important right now. 
Audrey was dead. And if that caller was telling the truth, he was 
next. He had to return home, he had to pack up again. The caller 
knew to contact him on the show, meaning Noah had never truly 
been in hiding. It was all a lie. He quickly rushed down the corridor 
as people shouted his name. They called him back. On the way out, 
he caught a glimpse of Shawna, his colleague, whom he was very 
attracted to. She had a confused expression across her face, like she 
wanted so desperately to understand what just happened. Noah shot 
her a sympathetic look and whispered — “I’m sorry”, before exiting 
the building. He paced down the long-stretched road back to his 
small home. He had to pack up and leave. Or should he? He could 
be being watched right now. Nowhere was safe. Everything 
suddenly felt chilly. He felt alone. ‘This is how Audrey must have felt’ 
he thought to himself. He was a terrible friend. He’d failed her. But 
more importantly, he’d failed himself. 


KKK 


Lorraine Brock exited her car as she walked through the busy street 
of police officers, firefighters and concerned residents, who had 
exited their homes to take a good look at the fire that was still 
raging from the gas station by Derry Lane. Lorraine walked ahead 
and through the crime scene barrier. She took a good look at the 
fire as it was being controlled by fire fighters and then at the burnt 
corpse that was being placed in a body bag. She went on to observe 
the ambulance up ahead, in which two paramedics were assisting 
Howard Jensen. Lorraine walked towards Howard, who was sat 
perfectly still in a wheelchair. She leaned down in front of him and 
spoke softly — “Howard, I’m so sorry” she said. She placed her hand 


on his hand, but he moved away abruptly. The paramedic leaned 
down and whispered, ‘He hasn’t said a word’. Lorraine took a hard 
look at Howard - another life likely ruined by this maniac. She 
desperately wanted to find who this was. She turned away and 
walked back towards the fire, which was now significantly smaller 
with the help of the firefighters. Deputy Olivier came walking 
towards her. “This is a terrible sight, just when you think it can’t 
get any worse” he said sympathetically. “We’ve lost him” she said, 
worryingly. Olivier seemed surprised by this statement. “The only 
thing keeping him in Lakewood was his pursuit of Audrey Jensen” 
she stated as she watched Howard being wheeled into the back of 
the ambulance. “Now, he’s going to hunt down the rest” she stated. 
She turned back to Olivier - “We need to make contact with Emma 
Duval” ordered Lorraine. “Track down her friends and question 
them on her whereabouts. It’s likely that’s where he’s heading to 
next” she continued. “And what happens if we do get a location?” 
asked Olivier. Lorraine begun walking away and turned back 
around to answer him - “We follow him”. 
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Dawn rose and reflected over the passing train cart, as it moved 
through a secluded forest area with one destination in mind — 
Lakewood, Louisiana. The light was still dark out, with just a hint of 
orange hue reflecting from the rising sun that was emerging in the 
distance. Inside the train cart, Brooke’s head rested on Stavos’ 
shoulder, as she slept peacefully. Movement from the train cart 
appeared to unsettle Brooke, however. She slowly opened her eyes 
and observed her location for a moment. “Hey, you’re awake” 
stated Stavos quietly. Brooke stretched after remembering where 
she was and where she was heading. She pulled away from Stavos 
for a moment and looked outside the window to assess the rising 
sunlight. “It’s almost morning?” she asked. Stavos nodded and shot 
Brooke a smile. Never being able to resist his smile, she returned to 
her former spot and rested her head back on his shoulder again. “It 
feels like we could be walking into a trap,” said Brooke. Stavos’ 
expression changed. As though her statement was a realisation he 
had considered but was trying to forget. “I know, we have to do this 
though, right?” he said, reassuringly. Brooke sighed deeply for a 
moment — “I feel like I’m going to get you killed” she said. Stavos 
sat forward, breaking their moment together. “What are you saying 
here?” he asked. Brooke’s eyes were tired. She was exhausted; she 
looked defeated. Yet, sad. Sadness expressed from her eyes as she 
looked back at her partner. 


“This was never your fight, this started before you came back to 
Lakewood,” said Brooke. “I just, don’t want anything to happen to 


you” she continued. Stavos looked away for a moment, then 
returned his gaze to her. “This psycho murdered my father, I’m 
more involved now than I’ve ever been" he stated. He grabbed her 
hand and held it for a moment — “Besides, I don’t want anything to 
happen to you either. I’m going to look after you” he reassured. 
Something changed inside Brooke; for the longest time she’d felt 
anger and resentment towards Stavos since their arrival in New 
York. But in this moment, she felt all of that disappear. Fear filled 
her, fear of losing Stavos and guilt at what they’d become in New 
York. “I’m sorry we moved to New York in the first place” 
responded Brooke. Stavos looked away once again. “I didn’t think 
you really wanted to go in the first place; it was a disaster” she 
continued. Stavos didn’t respond. He was thinking about the past 
four years. How much he resented who he’d become. “I think...” he 
said, looking back at Brooke. “We should never have left 
Lakewood” he concluded. Brooke let the realisation sink in for a 
moment. Then she felt her head respond for her — she nodded. She 
wrapped herself around Stavos, as he pulled her closer. 

“When all this is taken care of, we’re going to do all the things we 
said we would, yeah?” said Stavos. Brooke listened carefully. 
“We’re going to get ourselves a nice place; good jobs and we’re 
going to start working on us” he continued, as he planted a kiss on 
her forehead. A realisation suddenly came over Brooke. She wanted 
this more than anything. But right now, she wasn’t even sure they 
were going to make it. Was this a chapter in their story, or was this 
going to be the end? All she knew was, she wanted to put a stop to 
the ghost that haunted her past. She wanted to fight for her friends. 
She’d do all of this, knowing she was side-by-side with the man she 
fell in love with. “I’d like that too” replied Brooke. 


KKK 


Lorraine Brock was reading through reports from last night’s 
incidents the following morning. She sat with an untouched cup of 


coffee on her desk and carefully studied every detail that took place 
in Lakewood from the moment Audrey and Howard Jensen left the 
police station. After concluding her final report, she sat back and let 
out a frustrated sigh. The truth is, she was no closer to discovering 
the identity of the killer than she was 24 hours ago. Her thoughts 
were interrupted by a knock at the door. An officer entered and 
politely said ‘Kevin Duval, ma’am’. Lorraine sat forward as the 
former husband of Maggie Duval entered her office. Lorraine hadn’t 
met him before, but she’d seen pictures and read many reports 
about him. Kevin had changed from his photographs. He sported a 
large brown beard and messy, unkept hair. He wore a checkered red 
t-shirt and blue jeans as he nodded at Lorraine. Lorraine gestured 
him to sit as the officer departed the room. “Sorry I couldn’t get 
here sooner” begun Kevin. He sat down in one of the chairs in front 
of Lorraine’s desk. “I work at an old people’s home just outside of 
town, so it’s been difficult to find time to come down here” he 
informed. Lorraine observed his demeanour for a moment. “You 
seem quite nervous, Mr Duval” she stated. He let out a nervous 
laugh and dropped his head for a moment. “I guess I may have 
stayed away longer on purpose” he confessed. “My ex-wife...” he 
begun, before letting out a quick sigh. “It’s not been easy for me” he 
explained. “I brought you here because we’re trying to piece 
together the events of 1994, events that you were part of stated 
Lorraine. 


Kevin’s face changed — as though the trauma from that night was 
almost too much for him to handle. “I’m not sure...” he begun. “Mr 
Duval, I am currently tasked with the job of finding your wife’s 
murderer. It’s my belief these crimes link back to the events of 
1994, events that you were part of” she explained. “I’ve read your 
reports, but I want you to tell me what you remember from that 
night” she concluded. Kevin rubbed his eyes in frustration. “That 
night?” he begun... “He came for us, my entire friend’s group at the 
time. It was Halloween...”. Lorrain hung to every word, carefully 
observing Kevin, as his eyes looked upwards as he explained the 
events from that night. “He’d been stalking Maggie, and she was 
shaken up, at least, that’s how she seemed to me” continued Kevin. 
“He came to her and said he was in love with her, but she didn’t 
feel the same, so he decided to use scare tactics. Wearing that mask, 
showing up at different times with the hopes of scaring her for not 


wanting him...” he continued. “I...wanted to help, you know?” said 
Kevin, looking at Lorraine, but quickly looking down at his own 
hands. “I wanted to do something for her. So, I did. I found him 
during Halloween, and I threatened him. I told him to stay away 
from her, or else he’d be sorry” informed Kevin. “Just you?” asked 
Lorraine. Kevin rolled his eyes. “No, I did have friends with me. The 
truth is, he scared the shit out of me,” said Kevin. 


“But something made him snap. We were all having some down 
time in the high school student room” he continued. “I headed out 
to get some beers, I came back, and I saw it underneath the door” 
said Kevin, taking a gulp as he paused. “Saw what?” asked Lorraine. 
“Blood, pouring underneath the door. I pushed it open and the 
whole room was painted with blood...everywhere” he continued. “I 
looked around, saw the bodies of Trent and Laura. He hadn’t just 
murdered them, he mutilated them” informed Kevin. “Then in the 
corner of the room, he just emerged in that mask and rushed 
towards me” he continued, his words becoming shaky. “He just 
stabbed me over and over” he said. Kevin begun unbuttoning his 
shirt and exposed his now scarred stab wounds to Lorraine. “He 
mutilated your friends, but not you?” asked Lorraine. Kevin shook 
his head — “He would have, but he was interrupted”. Kevin rubbed 
his hands against his face for a moment. “Dara and Brett came 
walking into the room, they saw what was happening. When they 
realised, both of them ran away, and he ran after them. He just left 
me there,” said Kevin. “I tried to move, but the pain was crippling 
all over. I could just see the bodies of my friends all scattered 
around the student room. I called for help, but nobody came” said 
Kevin, his gaze now firmly on his hands. “You were found though, 
by your father” confirmed Lorraine. She briefly looked at one of her 
pieces of documentation — “Who was also sheriff at the time?” she 
asked. Kevin nodded. “My dad managed to get there just in time” 
he confirmed. 


Kevin paused for a moment. “I wasn’t a good husband to Maggie” 
he stated. “I was angry a lot and sometimes aggressive” he said, 
glancing at Lorraine and then back to his hands again. “I couldn’t 
shake all of the shit I’d gone through that night, and I took it out on 
her” he said, as tears begun filling his eyes. “I’m sorry” he said, as 
he lifted his head back and blinked several times. “Are we sure the 


culprit in the room was Brandon?” asked Lorraine. Kevin took a 
brief moment before responding — “What do you mean?”. “Well, if 
the culprit was wearing a mask, how can you be sure?” she asked. 
The question caused Kevin to pause. He stared at her for a moment, 
before beginning to frown. “Brandon was under that mask, he had 
worn it throughout the year, and used it to taunt Maggie” he stated. 
“But without actually seeing him underneath that mask, it could 
have been anybody” she fired back. “Brandon’s DNA was found on 
that mask at the time, there was no mistake there” he stated. 
Lorraine grabbed hold of the case file once again. “Oh yes, the DNA 
examination, which was carried out by your father, correct?” 
replied Lorraine. Kevin leaned forward, a sudden expression of 
concern across his face. “Are you saying that the killer could have 
been somebody else?” he asked. “I’m just trying to analyse every 
possibility Mr Duval” Lorraine stated, continuing to analyse Kevin’s 
demeanour. Kevin got to his feet and begun pacing — “So the killer 
could still be out there?” asked Kevin. He stood by the doorway of 
Lorraine’s office. He turned suddenly — “Are you saying that the 
same psycho could have come back for Maggie four years ago?” he 
asked. “We can’t disclose that information right now, Mr Duval” 
explained Lorraine. Kevin was visibly displeased with this response. 
He stepped towards Lorraine’s desk — “You need to catch this son of 
a bitch, otherwise, I will” he stated. He turned around swiftly and 
walked out of Lorraine’s office. Lorraine got to her feet and 
followed him, observing his fast-paced exit from the station. 


Officer Olivier rushed towards Lorraine and broke her 
concentration. “Ma’am, you need to listen to this” he said, flustered. 
They both returned to Lorraine’s office. Olivier placed his phone 
down on her desk and gestured her to use his headphones. Lorraine 
fitted the headphones into her ears, as Olivier pressed play. “No, 
they’re not heroines, real heroines wouldn’t leave their friends to 
die like those two have” played in Lorraine’s ears. She listened in to 
the live broadcast from Noah’s radio station show. She looked up at 
Olivier — “How have you got this?” she asked. “Some kids posted it 
on Twitter last night, turns out this Alex kid is actually Noah 
Foster” informed Olivier. “And where is this station based?” asked 
Lorraine. “Greensburg” replied Olivier. Lorraine removed the 
headphones from her ear and got to her feet — “Then that’s where 
we're heading next” she stated, prompting Olivier to rush out of the 


office. Lorraine contemplated for a moment. She hadn’t managed to 
save Audrey and Howard, but she hoped she could save Noah. She 
headed outside the station and opened the trunk of her car. 
Numerous firearms were placed down, ready to be used at any 
given moment. Lorraine took two handguns from the trunk and 
placed them in her holster wrapped around her body. She wasn’t 
sure what she’d face in Greensburg, but she knew that the time had 
come to move against this killer. The time had come to protect the 
remaining survivors, even if it meant throwing herself on the line in 
the process. 


18 


Noah’s focus was fixed on the ceiling above. He had been this way 
on his bed for almost 9 hours, not that he was counting. To people 
looking in, it may seem like Noah was just sat doing very little. 
However, Noah’s mind was racing. Full of thoughts. Remorse. 
Memories of his time in Lakewood played through his mind like a 
film reel. Memories of Audrey, his best friend. “Bi Curious and the 
virgin” Audrey said in his mind. “It’s the world’s saddest crime fighting 
duo” he would reply. More memories continued to replay in Noah’s 
mind. But then the guilt would hit. He failed his friend. His best 
friend. When Noah needed her the most, Audrey was there for him. 
But he couldn’t reciprocate. He was crippled by fear and hoped 
somehow, she would be safe. Now he’d have to live with that. Live 
with the anger and the guilt. He felt like it was eating him alive. He 
pulled out his phone and begun scrolling through his camera roll. 
Hundreds of photos of himself, with Audrey, Emma, Brooke and 
even Stavos were hidden within a folder he had created some time 
ago. He missed his friends. Missed his old life. He missed being 
Noah Foster. 


He opened a new text box and begun typing — “The killer called me; 
he’s coming for me next...”. But he couldn’t complete the sentence. 
He couldn’t send the text. Why should they come to help him? He 
didn’t help Audrey. None of them did. He felt anger filling his 
whole body. He scrunched his face up as tears rolled down his 
cheeks and held the phone tightly in his hand. Frustration flowed 
through his body as he released his anger and threw his phone 


across the room, causing it to smash to pieces against the wall and 
fall to the ground. He got to his feet and rushed towards the phone, 
glancing down at it’s remains. He didn’t care. He didn’t want the 
memories of happier times. Right now, if this killer was coming for 
him, then he’d be happy to let him. He turned to head back to his 
bed, but stopped and observed his own reflection for a moment. “Bi 
curious and the virgin” he muttered to himself. A ridiculous 
statement. A ridiculous memory to hold onto it. But that was his 
and Audrey’s relationship summed up in one small description. That 
was all that was left of their friendship. Memories. 


KKK 


The sun was fully shining now as the train passed through various 
towns to get to its destination. Brooke and Stavos were eagerly 
awaiting their stop. Brooke glanced outside the window and 
continuously observed the scenery. Suddenly, Stavos moved close 
towards her. “Babe, check this out” he said. He showed Brooke his 
phone, which was playing an audio clip back. She listened carefully 
— Noah’s voice. “It’s all over Twitter” said Stavos. The killer 
threatened Noah, which immediately caused Brooke to begin 
frantically glancing outside of the train windows. “Where are we 
now?” she asked. Stavos joined her gaze around the windows -— “I’m 
not sure, but this radio station audio is from some Greensburg 
town” he explained. The train begun drawing to a halt as it arrived 
at its next stop. The sign outside the window now read “Kentwood”, 
prompting Brooke to grab her jacket and bag. “Come on, 
Greensburg is only 20 minutes away” she said urgently. Stavos got 
to his feet as she moved out of their seats and headed towards the 
train exit. “Wait, how do you know?” he asked as he paced behind 
her. They stepped onto the train platform, now surrounded by trees 
overlooking the worn-down station, with a pinch of cold in the air 
due to the fall weather. “My dad was always up there on business, I 
remember trying to time how long he’d take to be home on google 
maps years ago” she said, walking along the platform. Stavos begun 
smiling — “You are always full of surprises” he said, prompting 


Brooke to smile back at him. As they exited the station, they found 
themselves along a busy road. Brooke pulled her phone from her 
pocket and begun calling Emma. 


Emma was still driving down the main stretch towards Lakewood 
when her phone rang. ‘Brooke calling’ it read. She answered it 
promptly. “Brooke are you okay?” asked Emma, panicked. “Yeah, 
we’re fine” replied Brooke. Emma felt the emotion welling up inside. 
She hadn’t told Brooke about Audrey yet. “Noah is in a town called 
Greensburg, the killer called him and said he was the next target” 
said Brooke urgently. Emma nodded as tears fell down her face. 
“That’s because he got Audrey” she said through gritted teeth. 
Brooke paused for a moment. “What?” she replied. Knowing full 
well what she said but needing clarity on what her ears just heard. 
“He got Audrey, she’s dead” repeated Emma. 


The traffic passing Brooke almost begun moving in slow motion. 
She kept the phone to her ear, but she was stopped dead in her 
tracks. Stavos stood beside her — “What happened?” he asked. 
Brooke stared at him blankly. “Audrey’s dead” she said. That 
overwhelming flood of sadness rose in Stavos again. That sick 
feeling he had been carrying around in the pit of his stomach since 
he learned his father had died. Now Audrey was dead too. “He got 
Kieran, he got Maggie, he got Gina, he got Miguel, he got Audrey 
and now he wants Noah” said Brooke, tears dropping from her eyes. 
“Nobody else is going to die, do you hear me?” said Emma firmly 
down the phone to Brooke. Stavos glanced around, not allowing 
himself to give into his emotions. “What are we going to do?” asked 
Brooke. “Where are you now?” replied Emma. Brooke took a 
moment to remember where they were. Her mind was fixed with 
Audrey. They’d failed her. “Erm, Kentwood” replied Brooke. “And 
Noah is in Greensburg?” asked Emma. Brooke nodded. Her hair was 
blowing in the wind, but the tears in her eyes were visible. Stavos 
paced beside her furiously. “Yeah, he's been hiding there” 
confirmed Brooke. “Okay, get to Greensburg and I’ll meet you there,” 
said Emma. “Okay” replied Brooke, observing Stavos. “Stay safe, 
both of you” advised Emma. “You too” said Brooke, before hanging 
up her phone. “He’s killing us all” spat Stavos. “I know, this is 
worse than before” replied Brooke, wiping the tears from her face. 
“I swear to you, I’m gonna find this fucker” begun Stavos. “He’s 


gonna pay for killing my dad” he concluded, frowning furiously at 
Brooke. 


KKK 


The small town of Greensburg was somewhat cut off from the 
bustling activity seen in big cities. Many of the locals believed it 
was the perfect spot to find peace, as there had been very little to 
discuss or report in the area for decades. Many times, people show 
up in town without real explanation and nobody questions it, 
because Greensburg is a place where you come to escape. So, when 
numerous police cars were seen flying through main street on one 
particular fall afternoon, the locals were quite disturbed and 
unsettled. Many looked on with visual surprise as the cars jetted 
from street to street, until they reached a halt outside the radio 
station building. Emerging from one of the cars was Lorraine Brock, 
she took a good glance at the town itself. It was quiet and idyllic. 
She understood why Noah may have wanted to hide out here. 
Several officers from the Lakewood force emerged from their cars 
and begun moving towards Lorraine. She paced forward and 
entered the radio station building and was immediately greeted by 
a large man, who sported a dark green checkered T-shirt and 
tanned pants. “Can I help you?” he said, wiping away the coffee 
from his lips. “I’m detective Lorraine Brock, I’m here to speak to 
one of your employees, Noah Foster” informed Lorraine, holding up 
her badge. Luther raised his eyebrows significantly and begun 
clearing his throat. “Well, he’s not here” he said. “We thought his 
name was Alex” he continued, with a slight chuckle. “It’s important 
we speak to him; do you perhaps have a residential address for 
him?” she asked politely. Luther nodded — “That we do, yes. Just 
wait a moment” he said, before disappearing into the office area of 
the building. 


Lorraine begun glancing around the building’s interior for a 
moment. She was disturbed however, by a voice behind her. 
“Excuse me” said the girl’s voice. Lorraine turned. She was greeted 


by a young girl. Flowing long black locks all down her back, 
wearing a yellow patterned shirt and a red skirt. “I’m Shawna, I 
work here” she said. Lorraine nodded — “Detective Lorraine Brock”. 
Shawna leaned forward — “I’ve been friends with Alex for some 
time” she said before pausing. “Well Noah” she corrected herself. 
Nerves set in and Shawna realised based on Lorraine’s expression 
that she wasn’t overly interested. “Well, he’s a good guy, I don’t 
think he did anything wrong and when he got that phone call on air 
last night, he was really freaked out” she said. Lorraine stepped 
forward closer to Shawna. “At this moment, Noah Foster is in grave 
danger, if there’s anything you can do to help us reach him, it 
would greatly benefit us and him as well” she replied. Shawna took 
a deep breath and immediately responded — “Then you won’t find 
him at the address Luther has. He’s at my place” she confirmed. 


Shawna didn’t want to betray Noah, but she had spent the entire 
night researching him and the Lakewood Six. She knew the danger 
he was in and wanted to help. Shawna wasn’t somebody who fell in 
love easy. She’d been through the same story beginnings every 
single time. Boy meets girl, girl is overly interested, boy appears to 
be as well, but then boy gets bored and pulls away. It was her time 
old story and so when she met Alex at her workplace, they just 
bonded instantly over the smallest things. It started because of his 
love for debates on horror, as Shawna felt herself constantly in 
agreement with him. Then she begun carefully picking out outfits 
when she knew she’d bump into him, with the hopes of him 
noticing her. And he did. Every single time. Their conversations had 
grown and grown over the weeks. Then the night before he received 
his phone call, Shawna had decided that she would make her move 
on that day. But instead, he was so spooked he ran away from her. 
She eventually found him and offered him a place to say, especially 
if he was in real danger. She didn’t care who he was before, she 
liked the guy she had spoken to for the past few months. She 
enjoyed his company and she wanted to help. She just hoped that 
the police could help him, and that she’d just provided him a 
lifeline and not lead the killer straight to him. 
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Greensburg’s streets were quiet, following the arrival of the 
Lakewood police cars moments ago. Suddenly, a red car pulled up 
down the town’s long stretch. Emerging was Brooke and Stavos. 
“Thank you” shouted Brooke as she closed the door behind her. The 
car immediately departed as they begun taking in their 
surroundings. “Cute” said Stavos sarcastically. Fall leaves were 
blowing across the empty street. The whole stretch looked 
abandoned, like it hadn’t been opened to the public yet. Yet, Brooke 
couldn’t shake the feeling they were being watched. Like 
somewhere on this street, eyes were piercing towards her and 
Stavos. She couldn’t see anybody, but she could feel it. Was 
paranoia getting the better of her? Or was she becoming more 
observant? 

“So, we head to the radio station?” asked Brooke. Before Stavos 
could respond, a door opened to his right. He turned fast and locked 
eyes with Noah. Standing in the doorway, looking disgruntled. 
“Stavos?” asked Noah in shock. Brooke also locked eyes on Noah. 
“Noah?!” she asked. Without hesitation, Brooke flung her arms 
around Noah and embraced him. Stavos joined in, placing both his 
arms around Brooke and Noah. “I’ve missed you guys so much” said 
Noah, fighting back the emotion in his voice. Brooke gave into her 
emotions; she sobbed on Noah’s shoulder. It felt so good to hug him 
after all these years. She pulled away for a moment and glanced 
into his eyes again — “Audrey...” she spoke. Noah understood. He 
nodded. Failing to keep it back, his jaw quivered, and he broke 
down. Brooke held him in her arms as the pair sobbed on the street 


for a moment. 


The three headed into Shawna’s apartment. Noah closed the door 
firmly behind them. The apartment was spacious, decorated with 
mainly light wood furniture. The apartment itself was situated over 
the local bakery below. Two large windows overlooked the street 
below. Stavos instantly situated himself in the window, looking up 
and down the street, as though he’d felt the same unease that 
Brooke felt. That somebody was out there watching them. Noah sat 
at the kitchen table with Brooke. “So why are you here again?” 
asked Noah. “We heard about the broadcast” explained Brooke. 
“Tm next” said Noah, matter-of-factly. Brooke placed her hand onto 
his — “We’re not going to let that happen. We were wrong to run 
away from Lakewood in the first place”. Noah looked away from 
her. “We just delayed what was inevitably going to happen” he 
replied. Brooke’s expression changed. “What do you mean?” she 
asked irritably. “This killer hasn’t succeeded yet, if we’d have 
stayed in Lakewood, he would have carved through us sooner, at 
least this way we got a few more years” stated Noah. “That’s 
bullshit” spat Stavos from the window. Noah gazed towards him — 
“What makes you think you can stop him?” he asked. “Because...” 
begun Brooke. “We’re going to face him together. No more running 
off on our own. We're in this together. Emma’s on her way too” 
concluded Brooke. Noah paused for a moment. “Wow, this really is 
the final chapter, isn’t it?” he muttered. “What do we need to 
know? Give us some of that movie logic you have, maybe it’ll 
help?” she asked, not entirely believing it would help, but hoping to 
be supportive anyway. “This isn’t a movie” spat Noah. The words 
shocked both Brooke and Stavos. “This is real life; our friends are 
dying” he states. He looks Brooke in the eyes — “I can’t help, Pm 
sorry”. Stavos lets out a sigh and looks back outside — and there it 
was. Situated to the far right of the street, staring up at the window 
— Brandon James’ mask, fixed on Stavos. “Guys...” he says, 
seriously. Brooke and Noah jump to their feet and follow Stavos’ 
gaze. The reaper didn’t move. It just penetrated the three of them 
with those big, soulless, black eyes. Brooke let out a gasp. “He’s 
come for me,” said Noah. He locks eyes with the mask. He’d seen 
this before, but this time, Noah was more frightful for his life than 
he’d ever been. 


Brooke darted around the room. “We need a plan, a strategy” she 
said. Stavos glanced towards her — “I’m not sure what we can do” 
he said. “Come on” she said angrily. “We can’t just sit waiting for 
him to kill us” she added. Noah left the window and walked 
towards her — “Stavos’ dad was a police officer, and he couldn’t 
fight him off” he said. Stavos glanced at Noah as he spoke. “What 
chance do we have, exactly” he concluded. Noah slumped himself 
back onto his chair. Brooke felt anger building inside of her. She 
was beyond frustrated at this point, and she felt they were running 
out of time. She walked towards Noah and leaned down whilst 
addressing him. “It wasn’t just you that walked away from Audrey, 
we all did” she stated. Noah looked up at her. He’d never seen 
Brooke like this before. She was confident, focused. “So we’re all 
living with it, but if you want to just give up and die, then go 
outside and be my guest” she spat. “But don’t expect the rest of us 
to just sit by and let you do that without trying to save you, because 
we're family” she continued. “We’re the Lakewood Six” she 
concluded. Noah took a moment to let her words sink in. He gave a 
reluctant smile, before getting to his feet and embracing her. 
“Thank you” he said. “Who would have thought that Brooke 
Maddox would be trying to save the life of Noah Foster” he said 
through a smile. “Stranger things continue to happen” replied 
Brooke. “He’s gone” said Stavos, interrupting them. Both rushed 
over to see the street was now empty once again. “Which way did 
he go?” asked Noah. “Not sure, I just turned for a moment and 
when I looked back, he was nowhere to be seen. The peace in the 
street was soon interrupted, however, as two police cars quickly 
pulled up outside of the bakery. “Oh, this can’t be good” stated 
Noah, as Lorraine Brock emerged from the police car and begun 
making her way towards the doorway to the apartment above. 
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Police officers were hard at work searching down Greenburg’s long 
stretch of street. The corner café was searched, the bodega store 
was searched and all the small spaces where someone could likely 
be hiding within plain sight. Above the bakery however, Lorraine 
was now sat inside Shawna’s apartment, alongside Brooke, Stavos, 
Noah and Shawna herself. Lorraine was looking back and forth at 
everyone in the room. “So?” she said impatiently. Brooke and 
Stavos stood by the window, whilst Noah sat at the kitchen table 
with Shawna staring sympathetically towards him. “Well, someone 
had better start talking” she continued. “About what?” asked 
Brooke. “Oh, I don’t know, let’s start with what happened the night 
of November 3rd 2016?” she asked. Brooke and Noah looked at 
each other. “Let me paint a picture for you, shall I?” said Lorraine, 
leaning forward in her chair and resting her hands on the kitchen 
table. “You all returned from a vacation on Shallow Grove Island...” 
she begun. “Yeah, it was all very ‘I Still Know What You Did Last 
Summer’ said Noah, causing a followed silence as the room’s eyes 
fixed on him. “Sorry” he said. “Then...” continued Lorraine, all eyes 
returning to her. “Emma decided to get a tattoo, appeared to be 
carrying on as normal, then suddenly on November 3rd, Maggie 
Duval was found murdered and the rest of you were nowhere to be 
seen, and haven’t been seen since that night four years ago” stated 
Lorraine. She glanced between Noah, Brooke and Stavos. “Would 
anyone like to tell me what happened?” she asked. 


The room was silent. No one felt like sharing what had happened 


that night. “I can help you, if you let me” explained Lorraine. 
Silence followed again. “Does anyone know the location of Emma 
Duval?” she asked. Brooke glanced at Stavos. Lorraine let out a 
deep sigh and leaned back on her chair. “Do you want to know 
what I think?” asked Lorraine, still not prompting any of the room 
to talk. “I’ve worked on this case before and when I read back and 
studied everything; everything that has transpired since the 
Brandon James murders in 1994, there’s a lot that doesn’t add up” 
she stated. Noah leaned forward. His interest was piqued. 
“Something was always off about that case, Brandon was executed 
with no real evidence that he was under the mask” she continued. 
Brooke and Stavos watched on with intrigue. “I spoke to Kevin 
Duval earlier, and his account of things shows that someone 
committed the acts, but he didn’t actually see Brandon at the scene 
of the crime” she continued. “What are you saying?” asked Noah 
curiously. 

“Tm saying, there’s a lot more to this case than we can see. But in 
order to get the full picture, I need to know what happened that 
caused Emma and the rest of you to disappear from Lakewood in 
2016” she said. “Emma found her mom’s body” said Stavos. Brooke 
shot a look towards him. Lorraine locked eyes with Stavos. “Maggie 
said something to her and so she told us all it wasn’t safe to stay in 
Lakewood” he continued. “Did she say what that was?” asked 
Lorraine. Stavos shook his head. “How did my dad die?” asked 
Stavos, changing the subject, but fully locked onto Lorraine. 
Lorraine took a moment before responding — “He was working 
alone at the station when he was attacked; he and several officers 
were killed”. Stavos didn’t flinch, didn’t move his gaze away from 
her. “He was the Sheriff; how did he die so easy? Why...” he begun, 
but felt his sentence interrupted by emotion. “Why was he killed?” 
he finished. Brooke placed her hand on Stavos’ shoulder. 


Lorraine looked on sympathetically at Stavos. “I want us to have an 
honest discussion here, okay?” asked Lorraine. She glanced around, 
seemingly taking their silence as approval. “I believe your father 
and Maggie Duval were killed because of the same reason” she said, 
locking eyes with Stavos once again. “Which is?” asked Brooke. 
“Because they knew too much” stated Lorraine. Noah’s curiosity 
piqued once again. He glanced at Stavos. “We knew this, we knew 
something else was going on, we said so in our epilogue for our 


graphic novel” he said, prompting Stavos to nod in agreement. 
“Whoever this is, was eliminating those two because of their link to 
1994,” said Lorraine. “Meaning there may have been something to 
cover up?” asked Noah, leaning forward. Lorraine looked towards 
Noah. “There was definitely a cover up” said Lorraine. She begun 
addressing the room once again — “Right now, you're all in danger 
and each of you will be assigned police escorts”. Noah rolled his 
eyes. “I’ve seen that before in a movie and it never works. The killer 
will just plough through them regardless. Always happens” he said 
informatively. “I want you all to remain at the radio station 
building for the time being” Lorraine continued, ignoring Noah. 
“Why there?” asked Brooke. “It’s busy for the most part, and we'll 
have officers situated at every doorway that lead into the building” 
stated Lorraine. “We are conducting a townwide search to try and 
see if we can find where the killer disappeared to from this street 
earlier,” said Lorraine. “We have access to CCTV, so we should be 
able to follow his location”. Brooke let out a slight smile. “So, my 
officers outside will escort you all back to the radio building” she 
concluded, getting to her feet. Movement begun around the room. 
As Lorraine opened the door, she looked back in at the three — “The 
mistake you made last time was trying to solve this on your own, 
you can’t do it this time. We need each other” she said. Noah 
nodded, agreeing with her statement. She left the room as Shawna 
walked towards Noah. 


“Tm sorry, I just didn’t want you here on your own” explained 
Shawna. “You do forgive me, right?” she asked. Noah placed his 
hand on hers. “I get it, thank you” he said. Noah glanced and 
noticed Brooke and Stavos stood observing Shawna. “This is 
Shawna, she’s...” he begun, staring at Shawna, unsure of how to 
explain who she now was. “She’s...” he attempted again. Nothing. 
“We get it Noah, jeez” said Stavos with a smile on his face. Shawna 
looked away nervously. They all began leaving one-by-one. Police 
officers escorted them inside a car and begun driving them down 
the long stretch towards the radio station. The street was covered 
above with large tree’s forming an arch on either side of the 
pavements. Colours of green, red, and yellow hung from the trees, 
with some leaves scattered on the road and sidewalk. The car 
passed through, evening was approaching the town, with many 
residents looking on at the disturbing sight of police cars. As they 


reached the radio station building, armed police officers were stood 
by the main doorway. “We will be safe here” said Shawna, 
unbuckling her seatbelt. Noah glanced up at the building. A sudden 
realisation came over him. Despite Lorraine’s statements about 
keeping them safe, he had a strange feeling. What would stop this 
maniac from getting to him? Would police officers be enough? 
What kind of killer are we dealing with here? Is he more Manson or 
Myers? Noah felt he would find out soon enough. 


KKK 


Night had now fallen over Greensburg. The long street was almost 
in total darkness. The only building that had any kind of light 
beaming from it was the small library, which was its own building, 
located on the opposite corner of the bakery. It was like many 
buildings in town, old and full of history. The interior matched that 
description. Dark wooden floors and beams covered the whole 
room, which were also complimented by the dark wood shelves, 
which housed numerous books scattered around the room. In the 
far corner of the room, a computer was in use. With Lorraine Brock 
situated in front of it. An elderly librarian stood beside her. She 
wore a long yellow dress and sported a stern expression. “Thank 
you” said Lorraine. “That will allow you access to the CCTV from 
the whole street and beyond” the librarian confirmed. “Take your 
time” she concluded, pacing off to her desk. Lorraine begun 
searching the black and white CCTV footage. She immediately 
noticed the reaper, appearing from behind a car and staring up 
towards something. It was almost statue-like. It didn’t move. 
Lorraine became transfixed on it. Its lack of movement. Its blank 
exterior. She waited for it to move. This was it. Inside that costume 
was the killer. Somebody who controlled the entire situation. 
Controlled everything. Lorraine waited a moment, hoping it would 
move any second. When it did, Lorraine was somewhat surprised. 
Despite his blank exterior, this was very much a person. Its 
movements were normal. It turned and paced down the street and 
away off camera from Lorraine’s view. She quickly switched 


cameras and watched as it disappeared down an alleyway. Lorraine 
paused the footage and zoomed in on the alley. Nothing significant 
was down there. It looked like a dead end. “Where did you go?” she 
muttered. She switched camera’s again but couldn’t locate where 
the reaper had vanished to. She looked towards the desk and 
noticed the librarian sat watching her. Lorraine locked eyes with 
her and then gestured her to come over. She did, slowly. 


“Can I help you?” asked the librarian. “Where does this alleyway 
lead to?” asked Lorraine, pointing towards the location the killer 
disappeared. The librarian placed her glasses to her eyes and 
examined for a moment. “That’s a wall down there, it’s nothing” she 
said. “I can see that, but what is beyond the wall?” asked Lorraine. 
The librarian studied for a moment longer. “That wall curves 
around to the right, which leads to...” she stood back for a moment 
thinking. Lorraine hung on to every word. “The radio station, it’s 
just over the wall” she remembered. Panic filled Lorraine. “Do we 
have CCTV for the radio station?” she asked. The librarian shook 
her head — “No, you’d have to ask them”. Lorraine got to her feet. It 
hit her. He was five steps ahead, again. Every time she thought 
she’d gotten somewhere; he always unravelled her plan. She 
grabbed her bag from the desk. “Something wrong?” asked the 
librarian. Lorraine turned and begun rushing. She couldn’t let 
anybody else die. She wouldn’t. But she may have been too late. 
She grabbed hold of her radio and begun talking through it - 
“Olivier, are you there?” she spoke through static. No response. 
Until - “Olivier here” he replied. “I need you to get over to the 
radio station” she said urgently. There was a pause. “Is there an 
incident ma’am?” he asked. “Yes. The killer is already inside the 
building” she confirmed urgently. 
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Noah felt numb. Even though he was currently in a safe place, he 
had never felt more vulnerable. If there was one thing that the 
numerous movies and shows he’d seen over the years taught him, it 
was that police officers rarely ever succeeded in their mission to 
protect a protagonist. Not that Noah saw himself that way. No, he 
saw himself as more of an anti-hero at the moment. Someone who 
helped the hero of the story, but accidentally caused a friend’s 
death. A loved one’s death. The thought of Audrey still loomed over 
Noah. 

The radio station building was empty. The boss and his employees 
had been ordered to leave, as police officers paced the buildings 
corridors. Noah, Stavos, Brooke and Shawna were inside the staff 
room. It was a musty, old-looking room, which was decorated with 
numerous dark wooden bookshelves, a coffee machine, two sofas 
and a PC situated on a desk in the far-left hand corner of the room. 
Shawna was sat at the PC, looking through a curious looking 
website. Noah didn’t want to pry. He already felt guilty that he’d 
lied to her about who he was, and that he had unintentionally 
dragged her into this mess. Brooke and Stavos were stood talking 
quietly by the doorway. 


Noah let out a sigh and held his hands to his face. “Did you mean 
what you said at the apartment?” asked Shawna, interrupting his 
thought. He considered a moment before responding, but instantly 
smiled. “Every word” he said. Shawna let out a shy smile and 
looked towards the ground. Noah seemed to get lost in her beauty 


every time he engaged in conversation with her, and he knew he 
wasn’t subtle. Her hair was currently tied up in a ponytail as she sat 
gazing up towards Noah. “I’m just sorry about all of this” he 
apologised. She looked back up towards him, her expression was 
suddenly serious. “I didn’t mean to drag you into everything” he 
explained. Shawna shook her head - “You might say I have a thing 
for danger”. Noah’s thoughts became serious, and his face 
seemingly showed this. “Shawna, you need to take this seriously” 
he begun. His response was met with a facial change from Shawna. 
She was suddenly serious too and looked back down to the ground. 
“T have lost a lot of people, some who I really cared about,” said 
Noah. The lingering thoughts of Riley and Zoe rose in his mind. 
Both were murdered and Noah couldn’t do a thing to stop it. Then 
there was Shawna, innocently throwing herself in the deep end with 
the rest of the Lakewood gang. “This person is a killer...” begun 
Noah, but he was interrupted. 


“T know that which is why you need my help” responded Shawna. 
She was staring Noah straight in the eyes. Her expression more 
serious than he’d ever seen it. “What do you mean?” he asked. She 
gestured Noah over to the PC and moved the screen so he could see 
it clearly. “I was the stations researcher, remember?” she reminded 
him. Indeed, she was. “Majority of the cases you discussed on the 
show were cases I looked up,” informed Shawna. “I knew that,” said 
Noah. He had kept himself to himself for some time now that he 
honestly wasn’t sure what exactly Shawna’s job was in the building. 
“No, you didn’t” she spat back. Noah looked right at Shawna, who 
let out a smile. “So, Pm pretty good at researching things” she 
explained. “The killer’s name from 1994 was Brandon James, 
right?” she asked. Noah nodded. “Well, they said it was Brandon...” 
he begun. She interrupted again. “Well, I looked up the family 
name ‘James’ within a few miles from Lakewood” she begun, 
showing Noah a curious looking map on the PC, which had several 
red lines scattered all over different locations from the Lakewood 
marker. “Did Brandon have any family?” she asked. Noah nodded, 
the discussion seemingly drew attention from Brooke and Stavos, 
who joined them by the PC, listening carefully. “Yeah, he had a 
brother, Troy and their father...” begun Noah. Before he could 
continue, Shawna begun clicking the mouse on the PC. “Wasn’t the 
brother a suspect?” asked Brooke. “Yeah, a lot of rumours spread 


about the James family after Brandon disappeared. Troy vanished 
too; it was this huge mystery” revealed Noah. 


“Troy and Brandon were innocent” stated Stavos. Brooke and Noah 
glanced at him. “Well yeah, we’re believing they were?” replied 
Noah in a disbelieving tone. “I don’t believe, I know” said Stavos. 
Brooke and Noah exchanged glances. “Explain?” asked Brooke. 
Stavos looked around the room. “I can’t” he said. Brooke was 
visually offended by this. “What do you mean you can’t?” she asked 
angrily. Stavos gestured his eyes towards Shawna. Brooke 
understood. “Wait, you can trust her,” said Noah. Shawna suddenly 
realised what was being said and spun around. “We can’t” 
explained Stavos. His eyes met Shawna. “I’m sorry, but we don’t 
know you” he explained. Brooke grabbed Stavos’ arm. “Talk to us 
outside” she said, followed by a forceful drag of Stavos towards the 
door. They both left, as Noah looked back at Shawna 
sympathetically. “Go, it’s okay” she said softly. Noah tilted his head 
before saying, “I’m sorry”. He rushed out into the corridor. 

“Hey, not cool” he said as he reached Stavos and Brooke. “I know 
you're a thing, but for all we know, she could have infiltrated your 
life for a reason” explained Stavos. Noah was offended by this, yet 
he felt some truth resonated in what Stavos said. “Okay, fair” he 
said reluctantly. “What do you know and why haven’t you told me 
before?” asked Brooke angrily. Stavos begun speaking in a hushed 
voice — “My dad kept contact with me after we skipped town, as 
you know” begun Stavos. “Well, when I spoke to him, around two 
weeks after we arrived in New York, we had a long conversation 
about everything that had happened with Emma, Maggie and 
Kieran” explained Stavos. Brooke and Noah moved in closer. “My 
dad told me that he had evidence that Brandon and Troy weren’t 
responsible for the murders in 1994,” stated Stavos. 


“What, how?!” asked Noah. “My dad said after the Halloween 
dance incident with Brandon, he went home upset over what had 
happened with Maggie and explained how Kevin and those guys 
beat him up” he continued. “Troy and my dad were there, they 
were friends and they agreed to take Brandon to the movies to 
cheer him up” explained Stavos, as Brooke and Noah listened 
eagerly. “My dad kept the tickets and still had them to this day — it 
confirms that Brandon was nowhere near the school at the time of 


the murders in 1994 and neither was Troy” he concluded. Noah’s 
jaw dropped as he processed everything he just heard. “So why 
didn’t your dad go to the police?” asked Brooke. Stavos hushed his 
voice lower as he spoke - “My dad was convinced someone on the 
inside was helping cover up the situation. He felt the evidence 
would have been destroyed if he took it to the station” Stavos 
explained. “A cover up” said Brooke, glancing back at Noah. 
“Where are these tickets now?” asked Noah. Stavos looked to the 
ground — “I have no idea...” he paused for a moment. “But Pm 
willing to believe that the killer discovered this information and 
that’s why my dad was...” he continued, struggling to the find the 
words to conclude his sentence. 


Brooke placed her hand on Stavos’ arm. “We’re gonna need to find 
those tickets” stated Noah. Before any of them could proceed with 
the conversation further, the entire building was plunged into 
darkness. Fear spread across Brooke’s face instantly. Police officers 
begun curiously observing the power outage. From the outside of 
the building, several officers glanced back inside the doorway, but 
were distracted as the entire street begun to lose light in each 
building’s order from the radio station onwards. Before long, the 
entire street was in complete darkness. Prompting civilians to look 
outside their windows curiously and some to retreat inside their 
homes. 


“Its him” said Noah, panicked. The door behind them burst open 
and Shawna appeared — “What’s going on?” she asked frantically. 
“He’s here” stated Brooke, after being pulled into an embrace by 
Stavos. Three police officers appeared from the opposite end of the 
corridor — “You four, please remain inside the staff room until 
further notice” bellowed one of them. They all had their weapons 
drawn. “What’s going on?” asked Noah. “Just do as I say” the 
officer shouted back. Without hesitation, Stavos, Brooke and 
Shawna returned to the staff room, with Noah reluctantly following 
behind. “He’s coming for me; this is where I work” stated Noah. 
Stavos stood by the staff room door, refusing to close it fully behind 
as he observed the corridor they’d just left. “Before the computer 
died, I actually found out that Adam was the name of Brandon and 
Troy’s father” explained Shawna. Brooke and Noah listened, hung 
on to every word Shawna spoke. “Turns out, Adam was admitted to 


a care facility outside the borders of Lakewood years ago” she 
confirmed. “He has one next of kin, T. James” explained Shawna, 
glaring at Noah as she concluded. “Troy...” he responded. Shawna 
nodded and handed him a piece of paper — “That’s the address, 
perhaps it might be worth checking it out to see if Troy is... 
reachable”. 


Noah smiled and took the paper from Shawna. A brief silence fell 
over the room but was interrupted by a phone ringing. The group 
were all startled. “Well, it’s not mine” stated Noah, sarcastically. 
“Its mine” responded Shawna, holding her phone up to the group 
to reveal ‘Unknown Number’ calling. “Don’t answer it” responded 
Noah, panicked. Fear suddenly filling his stomach and up to his 
throat. Brooke turned towards Stavos — “Where are the cops?” she 
asked. Stavos glanced back down the corridor. Everything was dark 
and silent. He looked back towards Brooke and shook his head. 
“What do I do?” asked Shawna, shaking at the ringing cell phone. 
Eventually, the call ended. The room became silent and suddenly 
very tense. An intoxicating surrounding of uncertainty and fear 
begun crippling them all in different ways. Brooke, Noah, and 
Shawna glanced at the phone, as though it might have exploded at 
any moment. Shawna let out a light sigh as the call ended. But the 
silence was soon interrupted once again. The phone begun ringing a 
second time, causing Shawna to jump out of her skin. The phone 
dropped from her hand and onto the ground. Before she could reach 
down to collect it, Brooke snatched it from the ground and 
answered the call - “This is...”, begun Brooke. She paused and 
looked back at Shawna. 

“What’s your name again?” she asked. 

“Shawna”. 

“This is Shawna’s phone...” resumed Brooke. She placed the call on 
loudspeaker so the rest of the room could hear what the caller’s 
response was. 

“Well, isn’t this an interesting high school reunion?” said the voice. The 
killers voice. The same voice they’d all heard before. The same 
voice that taunted their phones back in 2015. Noah let out a gulp. 
Despite all who was in the room, the killer had come for him, just 
as promised. 
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Brooke felt a cold chill down her spine. She had begun to have 
instant doubts. Doubts that her return was a good idea. Doubts that 
she was truly going to survive all of this. ‘What could I even do?’ 
she asked herself several times. Brooke wasn’t a fighter. She never 
pretended to be strong. She glanced around the room as she held 
the phone up in her hand. Everybody was scared. Especially Noah, 
who hadn’t taken his eyes away from Brooke’s phone since the call 
was placed on loudspeaker. Brooke may not be the strongest person, 
but she had lost too many people to let this person take somebody 
else. For whatever good it was going to do, she was going to stand 
her ground. “Would you like to leave a message for Shawna?” asked 
Brooke. “No, I want to talk to Noah” said the killer, sinisterly. Noah 
gulped as Brooke made eye contact with him. “Yeah well, Noah’s 
not here” spat Brooke. “So, he’s too coward to speak on the phone? I 
should have guessed. Afterall, he left his ‘bi curious’ friend to die and 
didn’t even lift a finger to help her” taunted the voice. Noah rushed 
forward and grabbed the phone. “What do you want?” asked Noah, 
fear, and anger trembling through his voice. 


“I wanted this, Noah. All of you together” explained the voice. “Yeah, 
well we’re not all here” stated Noah. 

“Of course, Emma wouldn’t face the music, I wonder if she ever really 
understood how much damage she created. All these dead bodies and 
still she can’t face the past” the voice continued. 

“What is it you want from us?” asked Noah. 


The voice went silent for a moment. “To kill all of you. The story of 
Lakewood was unfinished and no matter how often people try to move 
on, we still haven’t had a fitting conclusion to the story of Brandon 
James” the voice explained. “You have all been existing in your perfect 
little lives, without a care in the world. Believing you were hidden out of 
sight, but I saw your every move. Every. Single. Move” informs the 
killer. “So why did you want us all together? Surely if you knew 
where we all were, it would be easier to just kill us all separate?” 
asked Brooke, leaning forward as she spoke down the phone. Stavos 
begun searching the room for a weapon of some sort. He unplugged 
and picked up a lampshade in preparation for on attack. 

“Because that would be too easy. I want to see all of you suffer. I 
wanted you to feel guilt when each member of the Lakewood Six 
dropped one by one,” stated the voice on the phone. 


Stavos slowly opened the door and stepped out, hoping to spot a 
police officer nearby. He walked slowly down the corridor, with the 
lampshade in hand. “Why are you doing this?” asked Brooke, still 
leaning in towards the phone. “Because everybody involved in this 
story deserves to die. But that’s a conversation for Emma. Right now, I 
want to execute another of her friends until she gets the message” spat 
the killer. With Brooke and Shawna both looking at Noah. Brooke 
glances behind and notices Stavos’ absence. She looks around and 
fails to locate him. 


Stavos approaches the doorway at the end of the corridor. The radio 
station was in total darkness, making it impossible to see anything 
ahead. He placed his hand on the door by the end of the corridor 
and begun trying to push it open. The door wouldn’t move. He 
begun pushing with all his might, as he felt something was moving 
behind it. Eventually he used all his strength and managed to create 
enough room to look beyond the door. As he did, he felt something 
around his ankles. He reached for his phone and turned on his 
torch. As the light beamed in the room, he realised he was in the 
reception area. He was met with what had been pressed against the 
door - bodies. Police officers all scattered around the reception, 
with no signs of life. But a bloody massacre left behind. He 
frantically shined his torch at all areas of the room, possibly hoping 
to find the attacker. As he begun to back away slowly into the 
corridor, he felt himself hit something. He was sure he had returned 


the way he entered the room, but this time, something was blocking 
his way. He spun around fast and saw his father’s killer. The mask 
of Brandon James stared at him straight in the eyes. Before Stavos 
could react, a hunters knife slashed across his bicep, causing him to 
yell and drop his phone. 


He reacted to the pain, which lead to the masked killer forcing it’s 
knee into Stavos’ face, causing him to fall back onto the bodies of 
several officers. Stavos attempted to regain control of himself, he 
could feel his end was coming. The killer stood over him. He 
attempted to use the lampshade in self-defence, but the killer 
grabbed it from his hand and threw it across the room. It raised its 
knife in the air, preparing to deliver a fatal strike somewhere into 
Stavos, but the strike was interrupted. The killer was smacked 
across the head with a keyboard and fell to the left, out of Stavos’ 
sight. Stood above him now, was Brooke. She grabbed Stavos and 
pulled him to his feet. “You’re not supposed to wonder off” she said 
angrily to Stavos. Noah stood in the doorway behind Brooke. 
Suddenly, the shadow of the killer rose once again. Brooke grabbed 
Stavos’ hand, as they both headed back into the corridor, hot on the 
heels of Noah, who was trying various doors in hopes of escape. He 
managed to open one and ran inside, just as Brooke and Stavos 
rushed inside a different door further down the corridor. The ghost- 
like figure managed to catch up inside the corridor. It walked 
slowly and observed it's surroundings for a moment. On the floor 
were light drops of blood from Stavos’ wound. It begun walking 
slowly down the corridor, following the direction of Stavos and 
Brooke. 


KKK 


A police car pulled up outside of the radio station building. Lorraine 
Brock emerged and immediately drew her gun. She grabbed her 
radio and attempted to contact the officers inside — “Walters?” she 
called through static. “Walters, do you copy?” she continued, with 
static still blurred through the radio. “McDaniel?” she called. Still 


no response. Lorraine threw the radio back inside the car and pulled 
out a small torch. She turned it on, placing it perfectly beside her 
gun. She rushed towards the radio station door and stepped inside 
the building. Scanning around the room, she immediately noticed 
the bodies on the ground. She let out a gasp and leaned down to 
one of them, placing her finger on the pulse of one of her 
colleagues, but failing to find one. She noticed the open door ahead 
and walked slowly towards it. Gun still drawn; she peered down the 
long corridor. No signs of life. Nothing to respond to. Lorraine 
wasn’t sure how to proceed. Fear was mounting inside her. This 
person had taken out some of her best colleagues with ease. This 
could be her moment. Was she about to die? Possibly. But she knew 
she couldn’t let anyone down. She had to be strong. If that meant 
proceeding further inside in hopes of finding any of them alive, she 
was prepared to do it. 


Brooke and Stavos found themselves in an open office space. Desks 
upon desks filled the entire room, with workstations all visibly 
belonging to somebody. The room was spacious, but completely 
dark. Manoeuvring around wasn’t easy, but Stavos guided Brooke 
from one desk to another. As they stood for a moment to take in 
their surroundings, the door opened. Brooke and Stavos both 
dropped to the ground, with Brooke immediately climbing 
underneath one of the desks, and Stavos moving to the desk beside 
her. They both remained silent as footsteps begun stalking the 
room. Stavos begun relaxing himself and immediately noticed the 
dark blood patch on the floor near the desk he was hiding under. It 
hit him — he was leaving a trail. He immediately touched his wound 
and brought his hand close to his face. He couldn’t see clearly, but 
he felt the wet, sticky blood that it was leaving behind. The 
footsteps begun getting louder, as the shadowy reaper begun 
walking by the desks where Brooke and Stavos were attempting to 
remain hidden. Brooke covered her own mouth, in hopes of 
preventing any sound from coming out. Suddenly, the footsteps 
stopped. The cloaks of the reaper were stood firmly by the two 
desks. Brooke was sure it knew they were there. She begun 
trembling frantically as it didn’t move. It was firmly still. As though 
it had already spotted them and was awaiting its next move. Stavos 
remained still, expecting any sudden movement. As tension 
continued to build, the shadow begun moving forward again and 


left the desk area, somewhere towards the far left of the room. 
Brooke closed her eyes for a moment. This was like a nightmare. A 
terrifying nightmare that she desperately wanted to wake up from. 
But she couldn’t. This wasn’t a dream. Someone was looking for 
her. Someone who meant to kill her and Stavos. 


Lorraine entered the staff room and immediately scanned the room 
with her torch. “Don’t shoot” said a voice softly. Lorraine was 
startled for a moment, but glanced ahead and located where the 
voice came from. Shawna emerged from behind a bookshelf with 
her hands raised. “I’m hiding” she explained. “Where are the 
others?” asked Lorraine, glancing back down the corridor she had 
just entered from. “They ran in different directions; I just hid here” 
explained Shawna. Lorraine gestured her to come forward. Shawna 
walked towards Lorraine, who backed out into the corridor. Both 
were stood just outside the staff room door, with Lorraine leaning 
forward, she begun to speak in a hushed voice. “Head back through 
the reception area and get yourself out. I’m locating the others but 
be careful” she explained. Shawna nodded. She understood what 
was being said and didn’t need to ask anything further. She rushed 
down the corridor towards the exit. Lorraine watched her exit, just 
as she raised her gun and proceeded to continue her journey 
through the radio station. 


Noah had found himself inside the editing booth of the station. He 
wasn’t sure how long he had been ducked below the window of the 
booth, but at this point, he was starting to lose feeling in his left 
foot. He had heard no movements, no commotion - nothing since 
he had entered the room. The room was full of computers and 
equipment, all used to put the show together so it could go on air. 
He couldn’t concentrate on anything, other than the darkness that 
surrounded him. He couldn’t see a thing properly. For all he knew, 
the killer could be behind him right now. The thought sent a chill 
down his spine. He turned to check. Nothing. Maybe he was being 
stupid? Maybe he could have made a break and gotten outside? As 
though a strange sense of confidence had filled him suddenly, or an 
urgency perhaps; he stood to his feet but was immediately forced 
back down as he saw the dark, cloaked reaper beyond the glass 
window near where Noah was hidden. It had it’s back against the 
recording booth, unaware that Noah was hidden inside. Noah begun 


biting his bottom lip in angst and fear. He couldn’t have crouched 
more to the ground if he tried. How long has this been there? How 
had he not heard something before? He hadn’t heard a thing. He 
just saw it. 


He was sure he was safe. He was sure he wasn’t spotted. He needed 
to get out of the building. He suddenly had an urge to check once 
again. Perhaps it had moved? ‘This never works in the movies’ he 
told himself. He slowly begun to raise his head once again and 
peaked through the window to locate his hunter. Before he could 
even respond or react — the glass window smashed before Noah’s 
eyes. Causing him to fall back, as a chair hit his head and landed on 
top of him. He fell back in pain as he held onto his fresh head 
wound. The reaper begun climbing through the window and rushed 
towards Noah. Noah got to his feet fast, heavily shaken by the hit to 
the head. He rushed towards the doorway, as the killer climbed 
through the now open square in the wall. Noah forced the door shut 
behind him and ran across the room. He rushed out the doorway 
and into the corridor once again. Accidentally Bumping into Stavos 
and Brooke along the way. “RUN!” yelled Noah, as all three of them 
begun rushing down the corridor, towards the exit. The killer paced 
through the corridor after them. “Stop right there” ordered 
Lorraine, from the opposite end. The killer stopped and turned 
around. It stared at her for a moment. “Drop your weapons” she 
ordered; her gun pointed directly at the killer’s mask. It didn’t 
respond, refusing to drop its weapon. “I will open fire, unless you 
drop your weapon” she stated with confidence, but still completely 
unsure of the response she was going to get from the person before 
her. Noah, Brooke and Stavos remained in the reception doorway 
and watched the stand-off between the killer and Lorraine. 


Lorraine felt a strong sense of confidence. She had the killer within 
her reach here. She had all the cards. This person enjoyed playing 
head games, so she attempted to remain calm and composed. “This 
ends here, no one else is going to die” she protested. The ghost-like 
figure didn’t move. “I already know who you are under that mask, I 
already suspected you from the moment I took control of this case” 
she stated, never removing her handgun’s focus from the mask 
before her. “But this ends now because you have nowhere to go. 
Nowhere to hide” she continued. Brooke and Noah stepped forward. 


Was this really going to be over? Intrigue filled them, just then 
Stavos gripped onto Brooke’s hand and attempted to pull her 
slightly towards the exit. She understood what he was trying to do. 
She grabbed Noah also, but Noah refused to move. “You’re not as 
clever as you believe you are, and I’m going to take you in. Drop 
your weapon and remove your mask” she ordered, stepping forward 
slightly. “Drop your weapons” she demanded. The stare off between 
them became more tense. The frustration was building in Lorraine; 
however she could feel a sense of lost control building beyond the 
mask of this person. Before she could react, she felt herself pulled 
backwards by her own hair. The force caused her to open fire. 
Lorraine couldn’t control what was happening. Something had hold 
of her. She felt her head pulled all the way backwards as something 
gripped her into place. She looked upwards and witnessed the same 
Brandon James mask, staring down at her. Only this one wasn’t 
stood before her. It came from behind. The mask stared with its 
soulless eyes for a moment, before raising a knife in the air. 
Lorraine reacted quick, she saw the knife firing down towards her 
stomach and immediately grabbed hold of the attacker’s hand. It’s 
clench on her hair tightened, but nothing would distract her from 
stopping the knife from plunging into her body. She held with all 
her force and might, pushing everything backwards and causing 
herself and the second killer to fall on the ground. 


Noah, Brooke and Stavos were completely still. A second killer had 
entered the hallway. Stavos frantically pulled at Brooke’s jacket, 
causing her to run. Noah stood still, his eyes fixated firmly on 
Lorraine and the two attackers. Suddenly, the shadow that 
remained still in the corridor turned abruptly and immediately 
lunged towards Noah. Before Noah could react, he felt a force wrap 
around his neck. It sent Noah backwards, as he smashed straight 
into the wall. Before him was the mask of Brandon James. Shrouded 
in complete darkness. He tried to defend himself. But he felt no 
power in the struggle. No resistance seemed strong enough to fully 
fight back against what he was seeing before him. Noah was about 
to die, and he couldn’t find any strength to stop that from 
happening. His fight was lost completely, as he felt a sharp pain 
rush through his left thigh. The killer had stabbed Noah directly in 
the thigh with its buck knife. It slowly moved upwards towards 
Noah’s groin, causing Noah to yell in pain. Uncontrollable pain. 


Noah felt himself becoming dizzy. He felt everything beginning to 
blur. He hadn’t felt pain like this before. The mask never moved 
from his gaze; it was enjoying watching Noah yell in pain. Noah 
could hear the raspy breathing from the inside the mask. Whoever 
this was, was relishing in what was happening. The pain reached 
Noah’s groin, just as he felt himself drop from the assailant’s grasp 
suddenly. As he fell to the floor, the killer fell beside him. 
Everything was blurred. The corridor was barely visible. He 
suddenly saw Brooke and Stavos come into view. They both helped 
Noah to his feet and rushed him carefully towards the exit. 


The killer rose from the ground, like a cat springing to life after 
losing one of its lives. A vase was shattered around its body. A vase 
that Brooke had just used to save Noah’s life. The reaper rushed 
after Brooke, Noah and Stavos and followed them out of the exit. 
Panic filled Brooke; they wouldn’t reach the door in time. She felt 
the cold shadow of the killer catching up with them, but Noah was 
unable to move any faster. Brooke glanced backwards and saw the 
reaper emerge from the doorway. She couldn’t stop herself, she let 
out a light scream as it rushed forward. “Hurry, hurry” she yelled as 
they reached the door. Suddenly, the doors burst open before the 
three. They all seemed to force themselves outside. The cool, night 
air hit them instantly. Brooke understood what she was seeing 
before her, as did Stavos. All three of them ducked down instantly. 
The killer wasn’t stopping. It was about to deliver the final strike to 
Noah. Its arm was raised, but as the three dropped to the floor, it 
locked eyes with somebody it wasn’t expecting to see - Emma 
Duval. Stood firmly with a gun in her hand, pointed forward 
towards the mask of Brandon James. The killer stopped for a 
moment. “Get the fuck away from my friends” she ordered, before 
shooting the reaper in the chest four times. 
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Police cars begun gathering at the radio station building. Brooke 
looked ahead towards Emma, who was stood looking over at her 
friends. Emma knelt and placed her hand on Noah’s arm. He had 
passed out from the blood loss. Red sirens filled the street, as an 
ambulance arrived at the scene. Emma got to her feet and rushed 
back inside the building, hoping to locate the attacker. As she 
glanced to the ground, she couldn’t locate the shadowed body 
anywhere. Suddenly, the lights inside the building suddenly came 
back on. The street outside also had light once again. The carnage 
in the reception room became visible to Emma, but she didn’t take 
in what she was seeing. Instead, she was scanning furiously in 
hopes of finding the body she had just shot. It was gone. Brooke 
stepped in the reception to check on Emma, but Emma was too busy 
searching for the missing reaper. It was gone. She turned back 
around and saw Brooke stood still, tears dropping down from her 
eyes at the sight of Emma. Suddenly, she rushed into Emma’s arms 
and embraced her. Brooke sobbed. She had missed her friend 
dearly. “I’ve missed you so much” sobbed Brooke. Emma remained 
calm. If not slightly cold. She held Brooke for a moment and pulled 
away. “Let’s go to the hospital with Noah” suggested Emma. The 
pair walked away, just as several officers begun rushing inside the 
station building. 


KKK 


Shortly afterwards, Lorraine emerged from the radio station 
entrance. She walked towards Deputy Olivier, who had taken 
control of the situation outside. He rushed over towards Lorraine. 
“What happened?” he asked, visibly acknowledging Lorraine’s less 
than neat appearance. “There’s two killers” she stated. Olivier 
raised his eyebrows in disbelief. “I had one of them in plain sight, 
but the other grabbed me from behind” she explained. She placed 
her hand on her hip for a moment and looked to the ground. “I 
fought off one of them, but when I got to my feet, the second had 
rushed out of a window in one of the offices” she explained. 

“This is out of hand Lorraine” begun Olivier. “These maniacs took 
out some of our best men” he continued. Lorraine nodded. She 
understood this was more serious than she’d anticipated. She 
glanced around and saw Noah was being loaded on a stretcher into 
the back of an ambulance. He was then accompanied by Stavos. 
Suddenly, she scanned around and noticed Brooke pacing away 
from the ambulance, accompanied by a girl. A girl who had a 
striking resemblance to Emma Duval. The pair climbed into a car 
and begun driving behind the ambulance as it took off. “Excuse me” 
said Lorraine to Olivier, as she attempted to rush over towards the 
car the girls had just entered. Before she reached them, her phone 
begun ringing. She glanced down and saw ‘Unknown Number 
calling’ across it. She answered — “Lorraine Brock?”. 


“So, you think you know who I am, detective Brock?” questioned a 
mysterious voice. A realisation came over Lorraine. This was the 
killer. One of the two she just faced. She glanced around and 
observed the numerous officers and civilians who were watching 
on. Many appeared to be on their phones, but none seemed to be 
watching Lorraine. She moved herself through the crowd to get 
somewhere quiet before she responded. “I know more than you 
think” explained Lorraine. “So, you know that this story is about to 
come to an end?” questioned the voice. Lorraine stood still for a 
moment. “It’s never the end for someone like you. It won’t be over 
until somebody stops you and puts you in the ground” explained 
Lorraine. 

“Well, that won’t be you. You had your chance earlier and you couldn’t 
pull the trigger,” said the voice. 

“This won’t end with me, but it doesn’t mean I don’t know you. You 


try to dignify what you do. You attempt to hide behind this long 
legacy that’s been created by uncertainty and incompetence. But it’s 
just luck. Luck that you are rapidly running out of. The web is 
closing in on you and you can’t feel it. The more you expose in this 
case, the more you draw closer and closer to never achieving 
whatever it is you have currently set out to do” explained Lorraine. 


“Nothing you can say or do will protect them. Everything will happen as 
it should. As it has so far. If you had anything, you would have already 
come for me. You know nothing, bitch” spat the voice. 


Lorraine checked her surroundings once again before responding. “I 
know you’re not Brandon James” explained Lorraine. “Is that so?” 
asked the killer. 

“Why tell us that? Why did you tell us where we could rule him 
out?” asked Lorraine. The voice didn’t respond. “We found his body 
inside the abandoned train station you told us to visit. From what 
we assessed, he was locked inside a storage space and couldn’t get 
out” explained Lorraine. “So, if you’re not Brandon, why do all this? 
What does this mean to you?” she asked. 

“Because the Lakewood Six deserve to die. The same way Maggie did. 
The same way Miguel did” explained the voice. 

“And Kieran Wilcox?” asked Lorraine. The voice didn’t respond. 


“Because he knew too much. Because you recruited him. The same 
way you also recruited Piper Shaw. Because all of this was your 
doing, way back in 1994. Then in 2015 and then again in 2016”, 
stated Lorraine. “Because you still have a vendetta to settle against 
Maggie Duval, and now her daughter Emma. I wonder when will 
you feel satisfied? When Emma is dead? Because no matter what 
happens, I don’t think you will win this time. I won’t let you. She 
won't let you” spat Lorraine. A brief paused followed. Which 
eventually resulted in the call being ended. Lorraine looked at her 
phone, which confirmed the caller had disconnected. She looked 
around once again. Did she say too much? Brandon James’ body 
was discovered in the abandoned train station. The list of potential 
suspects was drawing closer. Lorraine had been considering this 
since she had been told this development — the tragedy of this case 
was never about framing Brandon James; the real target was to hurt 
Maggie Duval. Now, the target was to hurt Emma. If she was back, 


things were about to change. Lorraine placed her phone in her 
pocket and rushed over to her car. She needed to talk to Emma, and 
she knew where to find her. 


24 


The atmosphere in the hospital waiting room was tense. Despite 
Emma and Brooke being reunited once again, things felt different. 
Emma had little time to worry about this though, she was waiting 
to hear news about Noah. She had already lost Audrey; she couldn’t 
lose anybody else. Everything was happening so fast. The killer was 
likely looking for her right this very second. Emma had to prepare 
herself for that. The last thing she needed was to let her guard 
down. Stavos and Brooke were sat side-by-side in the waiting room. 
There was also another girl present, whom Emma had no 
recollection of. “I’m Shawna, nice to meet you” spoke the girl to 
Emma. Emma’s thoughts were already racing with questions. 
Questions she wanted answering. She stood forward and ignored 
Shawna, walking over to Stavos and Brooke and standing over them 
both. “What exactly happened back there?” asked Emma. Stavos 
glanced up at Emma — “We were moved to the radio building for 
safety” he begun. “But the killer obviously found out about that 
plan” said Brooke, completing Stavos’ sentence. 


“So, it could have been a set up?” asked Emma. Nobody had taken 
the time to consider this, but it was a possibility. All of them were 
secluded inside the building, with only a few officers situated 
outside for protection. “Well Lorraine said we were being moved for 
our own safety” explained Brooke. “Lorraine who?” asked Emma. 
“Lorraine Brock” clarified Brooke. Emma took a moment. She 
remembered Lorraine Brock. She assured Emma the police could be 
relied on back in 2015 but went on to prove the exact opposite. 


“She’s working the case now?” questioned Emma. “Seems like a 
chance to prove herself once again” explained Brooke. 

“Shawna has been helpful; she may have located where Brandon 
James’ father is living” continued Brooke. Emma glanced over at 
Shawna. “Troy James is his next of kin” she explained, somewhat 
nervous at Emma’s icy stare. Emma blinked furiously at Shawna. 
She had learned to trust nobody. Away from Lakewood, nobody 
knew who she was. Here, surrounded by people who knew her. The 
real her. It felt all too exposed and vulnerable. 


Suddenly, a doctor appeared in the doorway. He was male, with 
balding black hair and sported a long white coat. He stepped in the 
room, which caused everybody else inside it to raise to their feet. 
“How is he?” asked Brooke. The doctor nodded — “He’s going to be 
fine” he confirmed. Relief flashed across their faces. “He’s been 
stitched up and he will need some rest, but he’s going to be okay” 
clarified the doctor. Brooke couldn’t hide it anymore. The worry 
and the fear were exhausting. She sat down in relief and closed her 
eyes for a moment. The thought of losing another friend was 
something she couldn’t live with. Hearing that Noah was going to 
be okay gave her some hope. The doctor continued talking to the 
group, but Brooke had zoned out. She’d begun contemplating how 
different everything had been if they’d have stuck together. Now 
that Emma was here, she realised that she was upset with her. What 
was worse, Emma had barely acknowledged her since they had 
been reunited. Eventually the doctor left the room. Stavos sat next 
to Brooke and placed his hand on her knee - “That’s something, 
right?” he asked, reassuringly. Brooke nodded. “We need a plan 
here” explained Emma. She stood over Brooke and Stavos once 
again. “Noah may be safe now, but the killer could quite easily 
come here at any point. We need a plan” she stated. Brooke was 
frustrated. Exhausted. She looked up at her friend and felt her own 
pent-up anger fill her body. “You are unbelievable” said Brooke, 
shaking her head but staring Emma straight in the eyes. Emma 
glanced down at Brooke. Her stare still icy, but somewhat surprised 
at the exchange. 

“Tm trying to keep us safe” explained Emma. Brooke shook her 
head and raised her hand in the air. She got to her feet and walked 
out of the waiting room. Emma watched as she disappeared. She 
paused for a moment, but then proceeded to follow her. 


Brooke stood outside the hospital entrance for a moment. The cool, 
fall air was welcome for Brooke after being in the warm hospital. 
She felt like she could breathe once again. Her peace was disrupted 
however, as Emma joined her. “What was all that about?” she 
asked. Brooke felt her own anger fill her body. She spun around and 
decided now was the time to express exactly what she was feeling. 


“We all went into hiding for you. Every single one of us. You 
showed up with some cryptic message about your mom dying and 
expected us to just disappear with you,” said Brooke. 

“T never asked you to do anything, I just told you what my mom 
said when I got home,” explained Emma. “Besides, you were going 
to New York anyway” she stated. “You and Stavos made plans to go 
there without a single thought for any of us back in Lakewood” said 
Emma furiously. “I was doing that for college” Brooke replied. 
“How did that work out for you?” asked Emma. 

Brooke took a moment, but she felt the emotion fill her once again. 
Anger and sadness both combined in a deadly combination. 
Something she hadn’t felt for some time. “You wanna know how it 
went?” she asked Emma, almost goading her to push further. “Yes, I 
do” stated Emma. “Okay, my life has sucked since I left Lakewood” 
stated Brooke, fighting back tears that were trying hard to leave her 
eyes. “It sounded like the perfect plan, to live out there and have 
this great life that I always wanted. But it turned out, the one thing 
I wanted more than anything, was what I had right at home” she 
explained. Emma’s face visibly showed she sympathised with 
Brooke. “The first few months were okay because I was still 
exploring and getting used to the city” she continued. “But when 
the problems hit, when me and Stavos had no money, no one to 
turn to...” she said, fighting back the tears as the crippling sadness 
filled her entire body. 


“When all we had out there was this awkward silence that just 
didn’t seem to go away, all I wanted was you. My best friend,” said 
Brooke. Emma frowned sympathetically at her friend. “You weren’t 
there, where did you go? Why did you have to just never speak to 
me again?” asked Brooke. Tears filling her eyes. “I’m sorry” Emma 
apologised. “I was so scared that I was going to lose you all, I 
couldn’t go through that. Pd just lost my mom” explained Emma, 


tears also filling her eyes. “Phone calls every three months wasn’t 
enough. I could have been there for you through all that” stated 
Brooke. “Then you show up after four years and you can barely 
speak to me. I missed you so much” said Brooke, tears streaming 
down her face. Emma pulled Brooke towards her and embraced her. 
“T know, I’m sorry. I missed you too” she said, holding Brooke in 
her arms as the pair of them paused for a moment, letting out their 
tears and emotion that had been building for four years. 


The moment between Emma and Brooke was cut short, however, as 
Lorraine appeared beside them both at the hospital entrance. 
“Emma?” asked Lorraine. Emma and Brooke separated momentarily 
as Emma stared Lorraine blankly in the face. “You’ve been a 
difficult person to locate,” said Lorraine. Emma frowned but didn’t 
speak. She was cautious. She still wasn’t sure she trusted Lorraine. 
She was certain she had questions. Questions about what happened 
four years ago. Questions about her mother’s death. “Look, under 
normal circumstances I’d be arresting you right now” explained 
Lorraine. Emma’s defences were suddenly peaked. She stepped 
back. “You are a key witness in the case of Maggie Duval’s death” 
she explained as Emma and Brooke looked on. “But I’m going to 
turn a blind eye for now, because I think we can help each other,” 
Lorraine stated. Emma and Brooke shared a glance at each other 
before Lorraine gestured them both inside the hospital. 
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Back inside the waiting room, Brooke, Emma, and Lorraine had 
now rejoined Stavos and Shawna. Lorraine had explained how the 
killer had called her just before and how their exchange went. “We 
can definitely rule out Brandon James in this case now” explained 
Lorraine. Stavos let out a forced laugh. “Yeah, conspiracy theorists 
may say otherwise” he said, locking eyes with Lorraine. “Brandon 
James’ body was discovered in a train station located on the 
outskirts of Lakewood” confirmed Lorraine. The news shocked the 
group. “From what the forensic investigation have said, he was 


likely murdered shortly after his alleged departure from Lakewood” 
Lorraine explained. “If he ever departed at all?” finished Shawna. 
They all looked towards her. “Sorry” she said. Lorraine looked back 
towards Emma and addressed her directly - “What really happened 
the night your mom died?” she asked. Emma let out a sigh and 
seemingly moved her gaze from Lorraine, as a way of signalling she 
wasn’t going to talk about that night. “It’s key to this case - what 
happened that made you decide that you wanted to skip town for 
four years?” she asked once again. Brooke gripped Emma’s hand. 
“We never knew, just what you said on that night,” said Brooke. 
Emma sat herself down on one of the chairs in the waiting room. 
Lorraine situated herself in front of her, as the rest gathered to 
listen. 


“I came home, I was trying to rebuild something of myself at that 
point. Put the past behind me,” begun Emma. “When I got back in 
the house, she was laying on the floor in the corridor. Blood was 
pouring from her wounds” she explained. Lorraine leaned forward 
and placed her chin on her hand. “She’d been attacked” stated 
Emma. “Did you see who it was?” asked Lorraine. Emma shook her 
head. “I was too late to save her. Too late to help her at that point. 
She was dying” spoke Emma, wiping a tear from her cheek. “And 
she did. She died in my arms, and I decided whatever had 
happened, whatever was starting here again, I couldn’t go through 
it again” she concluded. Lorraine paused for a moment, still 
observing Emma. There was more to this story, but Emma couldn’t 
let herself reveal everything right now. She didn’t fully trust 
Shawna and was uncertain about Lorraine. She felt somebody grab 
her hand. It was Brooke, offering a gesture of sympathy and 
understanding. Lorraine let out a deep sigh. She glanced around the 
room — “So our next step has to be strategic” she stated. “He’s going 
to come for me next” explained Emma. Stavos leaned forward in his 
chair and addressed Lorraine directly — “I may have some 
information to share, but I need to talk to you outside of this room” 
he explained, glancing over at Shawna, who seemingly understood 
that she was being addressed. Lorraine also acknowledged what was 
being said. She gestured towards the door and both of them left. 


“So how did you and Noah meet?” asked Emma, in an attempt to 
change the subject and divert from the awkward exchange that just 


took place. Shawna smiled a little - “He was working for the radio, 
and I was his researcher on all things crime related” she stated. 
Emma suddenly felt uncomfortable. She didn’t fully trust Shawna, 
and her being in Noah's life and also confirming she was a crime 
investigator sent off red flags in Emma’s mind. Emma stared blankly 
at Shawna and didn’t respond. “I get it” said Shawna abruptly. “I 
don’t know you guys and you all have perfectly good reasons not to 
trust me. So don’t” she added. Emma and Brooke both stared at 
Shawna. “Don’t trust me. But I promise you, I have nothing to hide, 
and IIl prove it to you. I just really like Noah and I’m going to do 
everything I can to be by his side and make sure that he’s okay” she 
stated. “I don’t really care what you guys do, I’m here for him” she 
concluded. Brooke felt her suspicion of Shawna diminish, Emma on 
the other hand wasn’t sure how to take what she’d just said. Part of 
her wanted to believe, but then part of her had heard the long 
speeches before. She didn’t want to accept anything right now. All 
of this could have been a ploy to get Noah alone now without 
anybody else present. Finish what the killer started, perhaps? She 
didn’t trust her. 


Before anything else could be said, the doors opened to the waiting 
room and Lorraine and Stavos re-entered. “There’s been a 
development,” said Lorraine. Emma and Brooke got to their feet. “I 
need to talk to you all privately” she concluded. 
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Following Shawna’s abrupt exit from the waiting room, Lorraine 
began addressing the group. “It seems we may have evidence that 
will blow the Brandon James case wide open” she stated. Stavos 
nodded at Emma and Brooke. Emma was unsure what was 
happening, but keenly hung on to every word. “My Dad, he has 
evidence back in Lakewood that may confirm Brandon’s innocence” 
explained Stavos to Emma. Emma looked back from Stavos to 
Brooke and then to Lorraine. “What are you saying here?” she 
asked, still unsure of what was being said. “He’s saying there’s 
evidence that Sheriff Acosta had that may confirm that Brandon 
was innocent after all” explained Lorraine. “I can get a team to 
search your father’s house for the evidence” she continued, 
swinging around to Stavos. Stavos shook his head — “With all due 
respect, I’m not letting anybody have this evidence without at least 
making copies of it”. Lorraine and Stavos locked eyes. “My Dad 
believed somebody was helping the real killer, let me at least bring 
the evidence to you” he asked. Brooke grabbed his arm suddenly — 
“Back in Lakewood?” she asked. Stavos nodded. 


“Are you sure that’s a good idea?” she asked. “I will arrange an 
escort to get you back to Lakewood without detection,” said 
Lorraine. Brooke rolled her eyes — “Because that’s worked before”. 
Stavos placed his hands on Brooke’s face — “I’m just getting the 
evidence and leaving” he explained. Brooke nodded. “Okay, but I’m 
going with you” she stated. Stavos paused for a moment, unsure of 
Brooke’s decision to join him. Unsure where this was going to lead. 


Believing they may be being watched at this very moment. Still, he 
nodded reluctantly. He’d rather keep Brooke with him where he 
could protect her, than leave her alone with people he didn’t trust 
at all. 

“Meanwhile, I am going to be visiting the old folk’s home where 
Adam James is spending his last days. Hopefully we can discover if 
Troy James has visited recently and if there’s an active address 
there” stated Lorraine. Emma nodded - “I’m coming with you” she 
responded. Lorraine nodded. “With the fresh evidence, PII be able 
to reopen the Brandon James case properly. They'll have no other 
choice but to reassess the situation and observe angles that weren’t 
the first time” she concluded. Emma felt her phone vibrate in her 
pocket. She opened it up and saw a message from Cameron. Trying 
desperately to get her attention. She ignored and returned her focus 
in the room. Brooke and Stavos were talking between themselves. 
“We have no time to waste, let’s get moving” demanded Lorraine. 
As Stavos exited the room, Emma quickly spoke — “I want to see 
Noah before we go”. Brooke was in agreement. As was Stavos. They 
all departed the waiting room together, as Lorraine made her way 
to the hospital entrance. 
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Shawna took a deep breath. She was about to walk into Noah’s 
room, unsure if he was awake or not. He always had this ability to 
make her feel nervous. She quickly walked through the open 
doorway. It was a small room, with just a tiny window for light. 
Noah was relaxed in his hospital bed, with his eyes open, glancing 
towards Shawna as she walked in. He smiled slightly. She smiled 
back and walked forward towards his bedside. “Hello, you’re a sight 
for injured eyes,” said Noah. Shawna flashed him a weak smile. 
“Tm just glad you’re okay” she said, relief in her voice. Noah saw 
the worry in her face. He felt guilty. He didn’t want her brought 
into this world. This dangerous world that he’d tried to avoid. It’s 
the main reason he hadn’t committed fully to pursuing Shawna in 
the first place. “I’m sorry” he begun. “I’m sorry for hiding my 


identity from you” he continued, glancing down at his hands for a 
moment. Shawna placed her own hand on top of his. “I know why 
you did” she stated. Sympathy elevating in her voice. “No, you 
don’t” he responded. He looked back at her; their eyes meeting. 
“Every time I have opened myself up to someone, they’ve just...” he 
explained before pausing, looking back at his hands again. “They’ve 
ended up dead” he concluded. He looked back at her. “Riley, Zoe, 
Audrey...” he stated. He sighed deeply before continuing — “I just 
didn’t want anything to happen to you. I don’t want anybody else to 
die”. Tears welled in his eyes as he stared at Shawna. 

“Zoe always called me a hero” he continued. “But in the grand 
scheme of things, what am I? All I have is horror knowledge and 
nothing else” he concluded. Shawna gripped his hand tightly and 
leaned forward. “Maybe, horror knowledge is what they all need 
right now?” she said. Noah felt his spirit uplift. Suddenly, she 
leaned down and planted a kiss on his lips softly. She was right. 
Noah may not have much to offer, but he could definitely try and 
analyse the killer’s next move. He could definitely try and help in 
some way. It was time to go back to the drawing board. It was time 
to remember some horror classics in his own mind. 


Noah’s concentration was broken, as Emma, Brooke and Stavos 
stepped into the room. Shawna spun around when she noticed what 
had caught his eye. “Hey, how are you feeling?” asked Stavos. “Oh, 
you know, like I was stabbed” stated Noah. His eyes fully locked on 
Emma. Emma rushed forward and wrapped around Noah gently. 
“Tve missed you so much” she said, tears dropping from her eyes. 
“Yeah, I’ve missed you too” said Noah, not being able to control his 
own emotion. Brooke placed her hand on Noah’s and stroked his 
thumb softly. “We’re heading back to Lakewood” said Stavos, 
boldly. Suddenly, the room became tense and serious. Noah glanced 
at Stavos and looked towards Emma and Brooke. He then begun 
nodding — “I guess it was always going to end there, yes” he replied. 
Emma side glanced Shawna, who understood what was being 
gestured and rushed out the door. “You know, I really wish you 
wouldn’t do that to her” begun Noah. Before he could continue, he 
was cut off by Stavos. “My dad’s evidence. I need to collect it,” he 
said. Noah nodded. “This is the biggest piece we need; it’s going to 
blow the James case wide open” said Noah, looking towards Emma. 
“Possibly drawing out your mom’s killer” he concluded. Emma’s 


eyes wondered as he spoke. She’d love nothing more than to end all 
of this. But she couldn’t help the feeling that her days were 
numbered here. This surely had to end with her death. It was 
dangerous. This killer was dangerous. “You’re going to have to stay 
here” explained Stavos. Noah shot him a look. “No, are you 
kidding?” he replied. He looked at the others, none appeared to be 
on his side. “I want to be involved” he explained. “Noah, you’re 
injured, and we have to leave now” explained Brooke. Noah let out 
a sigh in frustration and leaned back on his pillow. “Okay, fine” he 
said. 


All four of them were silent for a moment. “So, this is us then...” 
begun Noah. He looked around the room. “The Lakewood four” he 
concluded. Emma looked down at the floor. “Yeah, dwindling by 
the minute” stated Brooke. Noah paused for a moment. “I wonder 
what stories they’ll tell about us after all of this?” he asked. Another 
pause followed as they all contemplated. Noah honestly didn’t 
believe any stories would be told about any of them, except one. He 
glanced at Emma. “Can I talk to you for a minute?” he asked, as 
Emma nodded. Stavos and Brooke made for the door. They looked 
back at Noah. “Stay safe” he said to them both. They nodded and 
both left the room and made their way down to the reception of the 
hospital. 


Emma turned towards Noah. She was sure this was going to be his 
way of asking her why she left and what really happened with her 
mom. Questions she knew she couldn’t answer right now. Noah 
weakly smiled at her. “I need to talk to you” he stated. “I’m sorry 
for leaving” she said instantly. “I’m sorry for this whole mess” she 
continued. “None of you deserved this. None of you deserved to 
die” she continued. “Do you know what’s about to happen?” asked 
Noah. Emma glanced at him for a moment. “What do you mean?” 
she questioned. “I know you may think this stuff isn’t important, 
but I’m going to tell you what I know and maybe it can help you 
somehow” he said. Emma was all ears. She leaned forward, 
listening intently. “This is the final chapter, Emma; this is the end of 
this story. Your legacy” he explained. Emma knew where he was 
going with this. Movie logic, which is something she wasn’t sure 
was going to help her at this moment. “Before you shut me out, 
listen carefully. Every great story, even the scary ones, all have a 


defining end. The end where all the stakes are high” he explained. 
“During Halloween H20, Laurie Strode had to face Michael Myers 
again, but this time it was different. She was wiser, she had run 
away from him for so long that when the time came, she had 
nothing to lose when she went head-to-head once again with him” 
Noah stated. 


Emma looked at him sternly. “I don’t think this is the same as some 
Halloween movie, Noah” she responded. “This whole thing is horror 
coded, Emma. All the great horror movies have a legacy, something 
from the past that made the foundations worth investing in” he 
continued. “Jason Voorhees allegedly drowned before Friday part 1; 
Michael Myers killed his sister in the opening of Halloween 1978; 
the teenagers in last summer ran over the fisherman who had a past 
of his own — everything has a foundation, but this one has never 
been fully addressed” he explained. “So, what’s your point here, 
Noah?” asked Emma. “Facing the legacy of this story is your job, 
you were always the leading role, Emma. You’re going to have to 
find out what really happened years ago. Clear Brandon’s name. 
Stop this fucker, because right now you can either go back to your 
hideout, or you can end this and start living once again” he stated. 
He and Emma stared at each other for a moment. Emma never fully 
accepted or felt she needed movie logic in all of this. But Noah’s 
words resonated with her. He was right. She needed to find out the 
truth and confront the culprit. 


She let out a light smile. “When did you get so wise?” she asked, 
playfully. Noah smiled. “I’ve always been wise; it’s just people 
never want to listen” he said with half a laugh. Emma placed her 
hand on his. “Stay safe, we’ll come right back for you, okay?” she 
said softly. Noah nodded. “Don’t worry about me” he replied, 
accompanied with a gulp. Emma smiled at him and made her way 
to the door. She turned and stared at her friend. She felt helpless. 
She wished he could accompany her. As she exited the room, she 
noticed two police guards stood outside, as Shawna was sat on a 
chair nearby. Emma glared at her, as if to shoot a warning sign 
towards her that she didn’t trust her fully. She then pulled herself 
away and headed downstairs. 


KKK 


Stavos climbed into the back of the police car. Emma rushed up 
behind Brooke. Both wrapped their arms around each other. “You 
better take care of her” said Emma to Stavos. Stavos nodded. “He’s 
always taken care of me, that’s who he is” said Brooke, smiling at 
Stavos. She returned to Emma. “You be careful, okay?” said Brooke, 
tears filling her eyes. Emma embraced her again. “We’ve lost too 
many now, leťs not lose any more” replied Emma. As the pair 
separated, Brooke climbed into the back of the police car. Towards 
the right-hand side was Lorraine Brock, stood outside her own car. 
Emma walked towards her. “You ready?” asked Lorraine. Emma 
nodded and the pair climbed into the car. 

Lorraine’s car spun down the highway back to Lakewood. Stavos 
and Brooke weren’t far behind. Emma glanced out of the car 
window. She wasn’t thrilled at the idea of heading back towards 
Lakewood, but she was prepared for anything that was about to 
come her way. Lorraine saw Emma was in deep thought. “For what 
it's worth, I never once thought you murdered your mom” stated 
Lorraine. Emma turned towards her. “Thanks, I think?” she replied. 
“What do you think we’ll find here?” asked Emma. “Do you think 
Troy is responsible?” she continued. “Who knows?” said Lorraine. 
Lorraine wasn’t ruling him out. No one had seen Troy for some 
time, and he wasn’t forthcoming with information when it was 
needed. 

“This whole Brandon James case has been a mess since 1994” she 
stated. Emma sighed in frustration. Maybe if the police had done 
their jobs back then, the real culprit would have been caught and 
the whole thing would have been put to bed. “My mom swore he 
was innocent” stated Emma. Lorraine nodded. “The real culprit was 
well protected, well-guarded” begun Lorraine. “It’s been the biggest 
cover up I’ve witnessed from the cases I’ve had over the years” she 
concluded. Emma felt her phone vibrate once again - more 
messages from Cameron, discussing the team meeting and asking if 
she was okay. She locked the phone and turned towards Lorraine. 
“Noah says this is my legacy. That I must clear Brandon’s name and 
face the real killer” she explained. “Generally speaking, he’s right” 
replied Lorraine. “But there’s a lot more to it than that is there?” 


she concluded. 

“This killer has been cunning all these years, he’s waited for his 
moment” explained Lorraine. “But killers like this don’t act unless 
they believe they’re holding all the cards. He does. Which is why 
we need all the facts before you face him again” concluded 
Lorraine. Emma glared at Lorraine. ‘Before you face him again’. 
These words may have been meaningless, but Emma couldn’t help 
but feel suspicious. There was no mention of anyone else facing 
him. No mention of Lorraine arresting him. In a way, Emma 
believed that statement could have been addressed in several ways, 
but the specifications of Emma facing him sat strange in Emma’s 
stomach. She was in the car with this woman. The woman who had 
let so many attacks happen. Such a lapse in judgement from her on 
numerous occasions. Could Emma be sat in the car with the killer? 
Or one of the killers? She adjusted herself in her seat and glanced 
out the window, observing Lorraine in the reflection as she 
continued driving down the highway. 
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That night, the corridor near Noah’s room was deadly silent. Two 
police officers stood outside, talking between themselves quietly. 
Inside the room, Noah sat up on his phone scrolling through the 
numerous stories of horror. He read the final chapter specifics for 
Friday the 13th and glanced through the final chapters for other 
genres of movies too. He made notes on his phone so that he could 
reflect and possibly help Emma in any way he could. ‘I mean, she 
may not even be interested in knowing how Freddy Krueger was 
defeated, but it may help’ he told himself. Just then, his phone began 
ringing. ‘Shawna calling’ it read. He answered it. “Hey, did you find 
it?” he asked. “Yeah, I still don’t understand why you can’t just use 
Netflix or something” she asked down the phone, clearly frustrated. 
“Because I refuse to be a slave to streaming” he responded, rolling 
his eyes in the process. “Okay, I have your portable player and now 
your Halloween box set. I will be with you soon” she responded. 
“Thank you, I miss you” replied Noah. “I miss you too. Bye” said 
Shawna before the call ended. Noah closed his phone and rested his 
head on his pillow for a moment. Despite everything, he was glad 
he had Shawna. He’d have been alone without her and being alone 
was the last thing he wanted right now. His thoughts visited 
Lakewood. He wondered where Emma was, or whether Brooke and 
Stavos had reached his former town yet. Would they find what they 
were looking for? Was the killer going to cut them off? Thoughts 
that were too worrying to consider. As Noah’s thoughts drifted, he 
suddenly felt himself falling asleep. Everything then became dark. 
Silent. 


‘Bang, bang’ 


Suddenly, he was startled awake by a bang heard outside the 
doorway of his room, which was now open. He rose in his bed. 
“Hello?” he asked. He was disgruntled. He knew he’d been asleep 
but wasn’t sure how long for. The room felt darker, somehow. But 
he felt he’d slept for hours and hours. Maybe Shawna had returned 
already and decided to head home because he was asleep? He 
grabbed hold of his phone and checked the time. It had been 15 
minutes since Shawna had called him. Panic filled Noah, he 
suddenly felt vulnerable. Like being asleep had somehow let his 
guard down. He sat up and stared at the open door. Waiting to see 
movement. Any kind of movement. He couldn’t see the police 
officers in sight. Maybe they’d wandered down the corridor? 
“Hello?” asked Noah. Silence. Nothing followed. He'd seen too 
many movies for this to not to give him an instant red flag. He 
unlocked his phone and immediately begun dialling Shawna’s 
number. It rang for a moment, until it eventually reached 
voicemail. Noah sat up and stared at the doorway once again. He 
hoped someone would reveal themselves any moment. Perhaps one 
of the officers and they’d just decided to head to the restroom or 
something. Nothing came. “What in the Halloween 2 is going on?” 
muttered Noah to himself. He sat firmly still, until fear got the 
better of him. “Oh, I am out of here” he said. He moved his covers 
back to exit the bed, but something pulled him back. An almighty 
force gripped his shoulders from behind. Noah struggled as his 
entire body fell backwards onto the bed. Stood above him was the 
terrifying Brandon James mask. Staring down. It had found him. It 
was ticking off its next kill. Noah tried to struggle, but before he 
could scream for help, everything went dark. Noah struggled as the 
attacker smothered him. He struggled underneath the firm pressure 
of the pillow. He tried to yell but couldn’t make much noise with 
the thick material pressed against his face. 


The attacker stood above him, never flinching for a second as the 
life drained out of Noah. Suddenly, Noah stopped moving. Silence. 
The masked reaper removed the pillow from Noah’s face, revealing 
his lifeless body below him. It leant down with the mask almost 
touching Noah’s face. Listening for breath. Nothing. Noah was dead. 


The attacker placed its hand on Noah’s face and its finger under 
Noah’s nose to assess his breathing. Suddenly, it pulled away. 
Confirming he was indeed dead. It walked out of the room, leaving 
Noah’s lifeless, dead body behind. As it stepped down the hospital 
corridor, it passed the bodies of the two police officers. Both dead 
in pools of their own blood. Its footsteps echoed down the hall as it 
gradually stopped all together. Leaving behind three dead bodies 
and a new target to pursue. 
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Dawn had risen over Lakewood. The orange light reflected across 
the homes scattered in town. There wasn’t much life in the streets. 
In fact, most of the residents were still locked down. Confined to 
their homes until further notice. The streets were peaceful under 
the morning glow. Peace was broken, as a police car descended one 
of the streets. It drove slowly passed numerous houses. In the back 
of the car was Brooke and Stavos, both were assessing the familiar 
surroundings once again. “This is so weird,” said Brooke. Stavos 
didn’t speak. He had little history with Lakewood compared to 
Brooke. He just wanted to get what they came for and head straight 
back to the hospital. Eventually, the car pulled up outside a familiar 
sight. The Acosta home — Miguel and Stavos’ former residency. As 
the home came into sight, familiarity and nostalgia flooded Stavos 
like a wave. All of what he felt was linked to his dad. Miguel had 
always been there for him, even when times were tough. Especially 
after what happened with Kyle in Phoenix. Stavos hadn’t fully 
allowed the hurt to sink in, but he was starting to feel emotion as 
the car drew to a halt outside Miguel’s home. Stavos and Brooke 
climbed out of the car and headed towards the front door, as the 
police escorts accompanied them both. Stavos pulled out a key from 
his pocket — a key he’d always kept with him just in case he needed 
to return home at any point. ‘Never forget your key’ he could hear his 
dad say. Even when he was going to school, or simply going to hang 
out at the coffee shop in Lakewood. He unlocked the door slowly, 
his hands somewhat shaking at the anxiety of what may be lurking 
beyond. The door opened and Stavos pushed it open. The officer’s 


stood in front and raised their guns in the air. Both stepped into the 
home and begun scanning the rooms carefully. 


Brooke glanced back down the street as they awaited on clearance 
to enter the home. The streets of Lakewood had never felt more 
dangerous, more empty than they did right now. Everything seemed 
deadly silent, like even the birds were afraid of the horror that 
likely stalked the streets at night. Brooke couldn’t shake the burning 
feeling she was being watched. She had the same feeling when she 
entered the radio station building and she had it again now. Stavos 
continued to keep his eyes fixed on the officers. Some time passed 
and one shouted through to the door — “Seem’s all clear to me”. 
Stavos and Brooke walked through the home. It was untouched, 
completely tidy as though it hadn’t been lived in for years. Stavos 
walked into the kitchen for a moment. It was spacious, with beach- 
wood décor complimenting the room all over. Stavos observed the 
left-over coffee mug on the kitchen counter. His dad clearly didn’t 
have time to finish it. He touched it for a moment. Memories of his 
father drinking coffee suddenly cascaded in his mind. Memories he 
hadn’t thought of before. But now, they seemed more significant. 
More important. He did enjoy drinking coffee, but Stavos hadn’t 
taken the time to notice before. “So where do we search?” asked 
Brooke, breaking his thought process. Stavos turned towards her. 
“Just search the drawers for now, pull out anything” he stated. 


KKK 


The Florence Hough old folk’s home was situated quite a drive from 
Lakewood town centre. It could be accessed up an old dirt road that 
led to numerous fields and a main road that continued onto the 
highway. It was somewhat remote, which is likely the appeal to 
sending elderly relatives to live out their final days there. Lorraine 
parked her car outside the front of the home. It was a one-story 
building but covered a wide acre of land. The structure itself 
seemed somewhat worn, like it was in desperate need of some 
maintenance, but was still standing strong after all these years. 
Lorraine and Emma exited the vehicle. Emma observed the home 


for a moment. She wasn’t sure what she was going to find, but she 
was ready to embrace whatever knowledge she would going to gain 
from the father of Troy and Brandon James. Maggie hadn’t 
mentioned him before, so Emma wasn’t sure what to expect. They 
walked into the reception of the building. Decorated all in blue, the 
room had a welcoming feel to it. A calm feeling that would allow 
people to feel comfortable leaving their relatives there. As they 
headed forward to the desk in the middle of the room, a young 
woman sat at a computer, completely unaware they were there. 
“Hello, I’m detective Lorraine Brock, Pd like some information on a 
patient of yours” stated Lorraine, holding her badge forward and 
pulling the woman’s attention firmly from the computer screen and 
onto them. She looked above the glasses on her face and gave a 
slight smile. “What can I help with?” asked the receptionist. “We’d 
like any information you can give us on Adam James, he’s a patient 
here” stated Lorraine. 

Emma glanced to her left. She saw an elderly man being escorted to 
his bedroom. He was shakily moving on his cane, as an assistant 
held his arm towards his bed. Was that Adam? Was this what they 
were going to find? A broken, elderly man? What were the chances 
that he’d remember anything about his children today, especially if 
Troy hadn’t been seen for years? The woman begun typing on the 
computer once again. 

“Adam James, you say?” she asked. “That’s right” responded 
Lorraine. “I’m afraid Adam James passed away some time ago” 
confirmed the receptionist. Lorraine glanced at Emma, before 
spinning back around. “May I ask when he passed?” asked Lorraine. 
“2007 was the date” confirmed the receptionist. “Okay, may I ask 
who his next of kin was?” responded Lorraine. The woman glanced 
at the screen for a moment. “A Mr T. James?” read the young 
woman. “May I have his contact information?” requested Lorraine. 
The woman grabbed a pen and begun writing down the information 
for Lorraine. She handed her an address. “That’s all we have for 
him” she stated. Lorraine read the address. This was further outside 
of Lakewood. A farm. Lorraine recognised it. 


“Thank you” said Lorraine, as she and Emma turned to leave. “You 
know, somebody came in and asked about him a few months back,” 
shouted the woman. They both turned instantly. “Somebody else 
did?” responded Lorraine. “Yeah, an older guy” confirmed the 


woman. “What did he say, exactly?” asked Lorraine, stepping back 
towards the reception desk. “Same as you, he wanted details on 
Adam James. I thought it sounded familiar when you mentioned 
him before” stated the woman. 


“Do you remember when this was exactly?” asked Lorraine. The 
receptionist shook her head frantically. “No, not specifically, it was 
some time ago” she said. “Can you think?” asked Lorraine. Emma 
could hear the aggravation in her voice. “Months ago, but I’m not 
sure on the actual time” she confirmed. Lorraine looked towards 
Emma. Somebody was looking for Troy. Could it be the killer? 
Somebody else? Lorraine flashed a smiled at the receptionist and 
left the building. She and Emma walked back towards the car. “My 
guess is that was the killer trying to find Troy” stated Lorraine. 
Emma’s mind was swirling with thoughts. “There’s a detail that’s 
being missed here” continued Lorraine as both sat back in the 
vehicle. “Why hasn’t Troy been forthcoming with information?” 
asked Lorraine. “I’ve wondered it over and over. He has purposely 
withheld information, the same way Miguel Acosta did. But for 
Troy, this was his brother” explained Lorraine. Emma listened 
carefully. “Do you think he was involved with the killer?” she 
asked. “Or he was afraid of whoever he believed was the killer” 
stated Lorraine. Emma sat for a moment in contemplation. “Have 
you heard from my dad?” she asked. Lorraine observed Emma for a 
moment. “Yes, I have” stated Lorraine. “He is a suspect” she added. 
Emma nodded. “I don’t remember much about the past, but I do 
remember the fights, the violence between him and mom” 
explained Emma. 


“He was violent, and I remember being scared of him from time to 
time when he was living with us” she continued. “But he was my 
dad, you know?” added Emma. “He is a likely candidate, but it also 
seems too convenient” added Lorraine. Emma glanced at Lorraine 
for a moment. She still was unsure that Lorraine was being entirely 
truthful. She was unsure that she should trust her fully. After all, 
Emma was giving her this information freely. Information she had. 
Yet she felt somewhat comfortable enough to do so. But maybe this 
was a tactic? Piper and Kieran played similar games with her. 
Emma wasn’t about to let her guard down. “Well, let’s see what 
Troy has to say for himself” said Emma, buckling her seatbelt as a 


way to gesture Lorraine to move on with the conversation. 


KKK 


Late afternoon loomed over the Acosta house. The rooms were now 
scattered with papers, files, and documents everywhere. Cupboards 
were open and the contents littered over the kitchen table and the 
floor. So far, they’d discovered nothing. No signs of the tickets, or 
anything dating back to the past. Brooke sat for a moment 
observing the mess. “I think we should give this up, we’ve searched 
every room” she stated. Stavos opened the doorway to the garage 
and stepped foot inside. It was cold and dark and not the kind of 
place he wanted to search, given the circumstances. But he 
remembered a location that Miguel used to visit often when he 
thought Stavos wasn’t looking. Stavos looked upwards and saw the 
doorway to the ceiling above. He pulled on the cord and down 
came the ladders, revealing an open square in the ceiling. Brooke 
stood in the kitchen doorway and observed as Stavos climbed up 
the ladders. Inside was an open attic space. A long walkway filled 
with boxes upon boxes of items that Miguel had stored over the 
years. There was no natural light. Everything had been stored up 
there for safe keeping. Brooke decided to join Stavos, however she 
was startled by what looked like the shadow of somebody’s feet 
pacing by the garage door. Brooke observed for a moment as the 
shadow stopped moving. Was it an animal? Or perhaps the officers 
outside? Garages had always given Brooke the creeps. 


Stavos switched on the flashlight on his phone as he observed the 
boxes. He found himself looking through storage spaces for old 
costumes, Christmas decorations and more. Every movement he 
made seemed to make a creaking noise so loud that it felt like any 
wrong movement would cause the ceiling to cave in entirely. 
Brooke joined him- “Nice hiding yowre your dad had here" she 
said. Stavos felt frustration filling his body. These tickets could be 
anywhere. They were no wiser to knowing if they were even here, 
or if they were somewhere completely secluded and hidden. For all 


he knew, his dad could have kept them at the station for safe 
keeping. Or perhaps had given them to Maggie, or even Troy. 


“T have no idea where I’m supposed to be looking” he muttered to 
Brooke as he quickly scanned the attic space. “Could they be at the 
police station?” asked Brooke. Before he could respond, Stavos saw 
something ahead. Tucked away at the back of a shelf, was a small 
black box. He moved some of the boxes out of the way and made 
his way towards it. He reached up and pulled it down. It was metal 
and extremely light in Stavos’ hands. He opened it and discovered 
receipts of some kind. Shuffling the papers around, he eventually 
came across what he was looking for. 


Three tickets. Cinema tickets. Large, orange pieces of paper which 
read 31st December 1994. The movie was ‘Driving Daisy’. The 
showing was at 08:00pm. It was all there. As Stavos observed the 
ticket, he turned it over and saw the final piece of evidence they 
needed. A name written on the back in marker pen — ‘Brandon 
James’. The second ticket had — ‘Troy James’. The third and final 
ticket had ‘Miguel Acosta’. Stavos turned towards Brooke and 
showed her the tickets. She scanned them for a moment. “So, it's 
true, he was innocent” she said as she observed Brandon’s name. 
“Let’s get out of here” said Stavos. He collected the tickets and 
placed them back into the box. 

“We need to make copies of these, any suggestions?” he asked as 
they climbed down the from the attic space. “Library?” 
recommended Brooke. The pair exited the house. Stavos locked the 
front door and they both headed back to the police car. As they 
fastened their seatbelts, Stavos couldn’t help but feel a sense of 
accomplishment. He desperately wanted to prove Brandon’s 
innocence. His father had set out to store the evidence for a reason 
and the last thing Stavos could do was make sure this evidence got 
into the right hands. This was his final chance to prove that his 
father hadn’t died in vain and Stavos was going to stop at nothing 
to make sure this killer was caught once and for all. 
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The drive towards Hickory Farm was a long one. Despite having 
prior knowledge to its location, Lorraine underestimated just how 
far away it was. At this point, they weren’t even on the borders of 
Lakewood anymore. Emma had remained quiet on the car ride 
towards the farm. Lorraine didn’t feel the need to engage with her, 
but she did feel hostility whenever the pair exchanged looks. The 
car journey was quite endless in a lot of ways. Fields, upon fields; 
accompanied by some trees, followed by some more fields down a 
long, winding road. Eventually, the farm came into focus. What was 
clearly supposed to be a thriving location, was now a secluded area 
of land. Tall gates surrounded the home and the fields beyond it. 
The fall air made the location seem all the more derelict. Cold and 
abandoned. Lorraine pulled up at the locked gate and turned off the 
car engine. She observed ahead. 

“Clearly someone doesn’t want to be found” stated Lorraine. Both 
exited the vehicle and proceeded to walk towards the gate itself. 
Emma took in her surroundings. There wasn’t another house in 
sight. Just acres of empty land, with the farm being the only 
building for miles and miles. Pieces of wood hanged from the gate 
with ‘Private property’ and ‘No trespassing’ written across them in 
bold red. Emma noticed an electrical doorbell placed on the left- 
hand side of the fence. She gestured Lorraine and pointed towards 
it. 


Emma walked forward and pressed the largest button on the 
doorbell. It made a buzzing noise, but then rang for a moment. 


Eventually, the dial tone stopped, and a voice spoke — “Hello?”. It 
was a man’s voice. Emma leaned forward — “We’re here to speak to 
Troy James” she said. Silence. Nothing came following this 
statement. Emma leaned forward again. “My name is Emma Duval; 
I want to speak to Troy James if he could spare me a few minutes?” 
she said. Without hesitation, a large buzzing noise echoed down the 
fence, as it begun opening. Emma moved backwards as the pathway 
suddenly became clear. She and Lorraine proceeded to walk up the 
gravel road towards the farmhouse. As the gates behind closed, 
Emma couldn’t help but feel an overwhelming amount of dread. 
This could be anybody. She could have been lead here intentionally. 
Perhaps this was all a ploy and Lorraine was working with the killer 
to lure Emma to this location? Constant doubt and anxious thoughts 
filled Emma’s mind. How would she escape? What defensive 
strategy did she have planned should the worst happen? Before she 
could process her own questionable thoughts, she noticed a man 
rushing from the farmhouse and down the pathway towards herself 
and Lorraine. He wore a red, plaid shirt, sported a dark grey beard 
and a baseball cap on top of his head. 


He rushed towards Emma and stopped in front of her for a moment. 
Emma was shocked, but also defensive. She recognised him 
instantly from photos her mom had shared with her. This was Troy 
James. Tears filled his eyes as he stared longingly at Emma. His 
expression was sad and painful. “You look just like your mother” he 
said as the emotion got the better of him. He held his head in his 
hand and sobbed. Emma placed her arms around him and 
comforted Troy. She trusted her mom, and she always spoke highly 
of Troy and Brandon. She never believed there was ever ill intent 
from either of them. Emma recalled the memories she had of the 
farm when she was younger. Memories her mom helped her make 
sense of. She wasn’t going to be hostile with Troy. But she had 
questions. A lot of questions. 


TRIKE 


The living room of Hickory Farm was lacking in a lot of décor. 
There were hardly any photographs hanging from the walls, or any 
ornaments, or keepsakes anywhere to be seen. Instead, it was a 
plain, light wooden room. With old-fashioned wallpaper throughout 
and furniture that wouldn’t be worth a dollar if a yard sale were to 
take place. Emma and Lorraine sat on the longest sofa in the room, 
as Troy sat himself on a single dining chair by the doorway. “I 
heard about your mom’s death. It broke my heart” stated Troy 
shakily. Emma looked towards the floor for a moment. The 
discussion about her mom was all too painful and raw. “She was 
murdered” stated Emma boldly. Troy locked eyes with her. “Yeah” 
he said, nodding in agreement. “I know that” he added. Troy 
seemed visibly broken to Emma. Like he’d been harbouring a great 
deal of sadness, but the years alone had done him more harm than 
good. Lorraine leaned forward — “I’m Detective Brock and I really 
need to ask you some questions, Mr James”. Troy glared at her for a 
moment, before letting out a huff. “Like talking to you lot has ever 
done any good” he spat. Lorraine sympathised with Troy. This man 
has been declaring his brother’s innocence for years but had no way 
of proving it fully. 


“T want you to tell me exactly what happened on October 31st, 
1994. This time, someone is listening and wants justice the same 
way that you do,” explained Lorraine. Troy let out a deep sigh and 
fully locked eyes with her. Tears were still dropping down his face. 
“Do you want to know what the worst thing is about having the 
whole world believe your brother was a serial killer?” he asked, 
before pulling his gaze from her. Neither Lorraine nor Emma 
responded. “It’s knowing him, growing up with him and living with 
him every day and understanding what he was capable of and what 
he wasn’t” he stated. “Brandon was the type of kid who would leave 
flowers and presents for our neighbour because he was affectionate” 
he continued. 

“He was the type of person who wouldn’t speak to me for days 
when he discovered I’d been shooting the rats that climbed into our 
garden” he added. 

“He was the type of person that would be bullied at school but 
wouldn’t stand up for himself or say anything because it just wasn’t 
in him to be nasty to anybody,” said Troy. “So, knowing all that, 
does that sound like someone who could murder a bunch people in 


one night at some high school dance?” he asked firmly. 


“No, because he was set up,” responded Lorraine, boldly. Troy was 
taken aback by this. He didn’t expect Lorraine to believe him. 
“What happened on the 31st of October in 1994?” she asked. Troy 
wiped the tears from his eyes — “Brandon wanted to spend time 
with Maggie at the Halloween dance party the school was 
throwing”. Troy looked towards Emma - “I helped him prepare to 
talk to her, but I warned him it wasn’t a good idea. He was a loner 
and I hated the idea of him making a fool of himself” he stated. 
Before Troy could stop himself, he was reliving those moments 
again. He was about to revisit a past that he had kept hidden for 
some time. The exact events of what occurred on 31st October 
1994. Exactly what happened at the high school dance and what 
came after. “He was attacked. He decided to wear that damn 
surgical mask to the party because he believed it would help him fit 
in more, with it being Halloween” explained Troy. “He startled 
Maggie I heard, but the guys who had been hounding him for weeks 
saw this as an opportunity” continued Troy. He explained how 
Kevin Duval and his group of friends attacked Brandon. “They took 
his mask for some reason and kept it, because they wanted to make 
sure they hit him directly in the face,” said Troy. 

“Eventually they stopped, and he ran back home. Crying, covered in 
blood. Me and Miguel Acosta were planning on heading to the 
movies at that point when he came back into the house” he 
explained, as Lorraine and Emma listened carefully. “It took 
everything in me, not to march up to the school and just go through 
every single one of them one by one” he continued. “But Miguel 
suggested that he should join us at the movies” he added. Troy 
paused for a moment. He glared towards Lorraine — “He was 
watching ‘Driving Daisy’ with us the whole time; I swear to you”. 


Lorraine nodded at Troy. “I believe you” she responded. “We also 
may be getting proof to confirm this information” she added. Troy 
closed his eyes for a moment. He opened them abruptly and shook 
his head. “If all of this comes out, it’s too late now for anything to 
change” he said shakily. Emma leaned forward- “It’s never too late 
to find out the truth. We’re going to clear Brandon’s name. We’re 
going to nail the real culprit behind all of this” she stated. Troy 
smiled weakly at Emma. “Maggie wanted that for him too. But 


there’s too much working against the truth for it come out” stated 
Troy. “We could never go public with the information because 
Miguel said somebody on the force was concealing the truth” he 
added. “Then the harassment came from the residents. I had to 
disappear. Concocted a dementia story so I could disappear without 
anyone wondering where I had gone” he explained. 

“This killer has operated in the shadows for years. He was 
responsible for 1994 and I have no doubt he was responsible for 
Piper Shaw and Kieran Wilcox’s involvements too. Operating 
behind the scenes from the very beginning” stated Lorraine. “There 
was only one person who hated Brandon enough to want him dead” 
explained Troy. He looked towards Emma - “Your dad”. Emma’s 
heart sank. Could her father be the one behind this? Could he be 
the one that’s tortured her for years? Why would he do that to his 
own daughter, though? 


“T went to visit him back in 2016” stated Troy. “What do you 
mean?” asked Lorraine. Troy looked towards her. “I was being 
followed. My animals were being slaughtered on the land here over 
different days” stated Troy. “I always suspected Kevin Duval was 
behind the attacks in 1994” he added, looking towards Emma. “So, 
I found out he was in Lakewood after that Kieran kid died; I went 
and checked myself into the motel and arranged to meet Kevin 
there that night” he explained. “But he never showed his face” 
stated Troy. 

“We aren’t ruling Kevin Duval out as a possible suspect” explained 
Lorraine. “If it isn’t him, who else could it be?” asked Troy. “No one 
has motive enough to do something like that” he added. 

“We will assess all of this when we reopen this case. Will you be 
prepared to make a statement?” asked Lorraine. Troy shook his 
head. “No way” he exclaimed. Emma leaned forward and grabbed 
his hand. “Please Mr James. Whoever did this murdered my mother. 
I’m going to need your help if we’re going to catch this fucker and 
put an end to it once and for all. Too many people have gotten 
tangled up in this mess” she said. Troy smiled slightly at Emma. He 
then locked eyes with Lorraine — “T’ll do it” he said. Troy had little 
faith this would work. But he had faith in Emma. She had suffered 
because of this for years. He respected Maggie. The only person 
who truly believed Brandon was innocent. Her kindness was what 
kept Troy stable through the years when the residents of Lakewood 


had turned their backs on him and his family. He was prepared to 
support Emma and get justice for his brother. 


“There’s something else I have to inform you of” explained 
Lorraine. Troy listened carefully. “I’m sorry to have to tell you this, 
but Brandon’s body was discovered a few days ago” she stated 
sympathetically. There it was. The one thing Troy had secretly 
suspected for years. He couldn’t believe what he was hearing. He 
hadn’t seen or heard of him for such a long time. “What...how?” he 
asked. “The old, abandoned train station that was closed down in 
1982 — his body was discovered trapped within a small 
compartment of the station” she explained. Troy suddenly couldn’t 
control his emotions. Tears fell from his eyes and down his face. 
“How long...” he begun but couldn’t finish. “The details aren’t fully 
known right now, but it’s believed he died around 1995” she 
explained. Troy held his head in his hands. His sweet brother. 
Misunderstood by the world. Mistreated by the people of Lakewood. 
How could anyone do that to him? Troy felt the heavy weight of 
sadness tighten around his heart. He wanted to just sob and break 
down. Emma wrapped her arms around Troy and held him as he 
became overwhelmed with grief. “It’s the assumption right now that 
he either locked himself in by accident, or he was...” started 
Lorraine. “Locked in” finished Troy. “He was left to suffocate, starve 
and die like and animal” spat Troy. He got to his feet, knocking 
Emma backwards. “I want both of you to leave, right now” he 
yelled. Lorraine got to her feet and helped Emma back onto hers. 
“Just go” he shouted, as he collapsed back onto his chair. As though 
the emotional weight was too heavy for him to bear. Emma placed 
her hand on his shoulder sympathetically. She wanted now more 
than ever to get vengeance for what had happened to Brandon. She 
was going to stop at nothing to prove his innocence. Everything was 
now pointing back to Lakewood. Emma decided there and then, she 
wanted to return to the place she ran from initially. She wanted to 
head back and confront what she left behind. Emma wanted to 
return to her old home. 


